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TALK alx gt ide set Ind pen- 
Go-ahead un- 
but I, 


dence, and 
Sola 
» by,) 
place I hail from,) 


casting up my unbalanced accounts, (with 


derval if they will; 
that is the name I g 


(the 


a view to settling,) find a large credit due 
to this class of individuals, which (though 
I have not the means to meet) I have no 
intention to repudiate. 

Now and then, to be sure, I, 


have been reminded in my journeyings 


me 2. 


of poor dear E.., 


haf | 


so chafed by the 


whose lively spirit was 


exactions made upon 
his temper at the hands of 


that at last he 


his purse ar | 


this impert 
, and vented all 
startled old 


rupt and « mphatic que- 


turned, like 
his wrath in the f; 2 of a 
woman by al 
ry, % What’ll you take to clear out?” 

Still, dogmatic and prosing as they 
sometimes proved, my experience on the 
whole was favorable; and from the moth- 
erly old portress of the English church 
at Honeybourne, who fed me with bread 
and butter under her cottage-roof, and 
sent me 


and a blessing, to faithful Michel, who 


away laden with garden-flowers 


Butered according to Act of Congress, 


ABOUT 
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held me over the blue fissures of the gla- 
ciers that I might get a glimpse of their 
secret waterfalls, who gathered violets for 


me on the margin of the icy sea, and, 
when I had carelessly dropped them by 
the way, treasured up the faded things to 
restore them to me at nightfall, —from the 
aged woman, with her “ Good bye till we 
meet in heaven,” to the rough mountain- 
eer, with his hearty hand-pressure and 
God-speed at parting, I would not will- 
i out of the chain of 


‘+h stretched along 


incly lose one link 


such fast friends whi 
mv way. 


There 


history, no doubt, to scholars, a mine of 


is Warwick Castle, — a written 


wealth to antiquaries and architects ; but 
how incomplete would my associations be 
with the spot, were you banished from the 
picture, my sturdy friend, fit type of the 
-s of the household of the 
King-Maker, who, stationed within the 


female retainet 


ivied approach to the castle, presided at 
the brazen porridge-pot, once holding 
food enough to satisfy ten score of men, 
now empty, save for the volume of sound 
which stuns the ear when you strike i 


t 
with your ponderous iron bar! Can I 
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ever forget the scene of laughter and 


riot, when you installed me within the 


capac ious vessel, dubbed me “ Countess 
Guy, of the Porridge-Pot,” and, the rest 
of my party having been induced to ac- 
cept the hospitalities of the place, and 
mount my triumphal car, declared your 
intention to light a fire beneath and have 


the finest stew in all England? The cas- 
pe 


tle is a stern place, perhaps ; but how can 


I ever think it grim, with such a jolly old 


flatterer as you stationed at its portal ? 
. I 
And here, in my blundering way, I 
have stumbled on the secret spring of my 


} 


} = , . 
whole subject; so I may as well make a 


me rit of confi ssion, and a knowl dve 


: : : : a 
frankly that the trap in whi 


th these wa- 


} } +; x 
ry guides entangled my aflections was 
} ] 


generally neither more less than a 


nor 
Your good 
guide, your pet gui 

hbor So-and-so, going abroad, must 


j 
nde, 


tal 


net of silken flattery. 


vour dea 


Nei 


look up 


, ae : 
immediately on his arrival, this 


invaluable creature, depend upon it, is 


an arrant flatterer. He dos not go out 


of his way 
you to your f; 


(if he knows his voc 
belie ve, th it, of all the t 


escorted, (an lhe | 


escort from his infancy,) you are the first, 
the only one, in whose behalf duty be- 


came a privilege. 


Do you suppose I put faith in Michel, 


‘ : 
when, on my second Alpine excursion, 


this companion of the previous day’s peril 
placed himself in close proxunity to my 
mule, took the bridle with an uir of sat- 
isfaction, and whispered with an insinu- 
ating smile, “I go with you to-day ; 


see, 

there is another guide for Mademo 

He was 
} 


friend 


mistaken. It was my young 


whom he was, on this occasion, 
destined to escort over the mountain. He 
was as devoted to her as if she had been 


Whether I followed 


next in the file, brought up the rear, or 


the apple of his eye. 


was dashed over the precipice, I doubt if 
Was 
I fool enough, then, to trust his profes- 
I acknowledge the weakness. I 
was but a novice, he a practised courtier 


he looked behind him to discover. 


sions ? 
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To make 


a clean breast of it, I even suspect that 


in the guise of a mountaineer. 


his self-gratulatory whisper is still ring- 
ing in my ear, for I find that Mademoi- 


selle and I are rivals in our devotion to 


Michel. 
And Ann Harris, of 


widow, portress of the ancient 


Honeybourne, 


village- 


church, surrounded by villagers’ graves, 


ipproa hed by four foot-paths over four 
; } 


les, ‘Tries nodel of all the churches 
novels of English literature, — 
was partiality for me, ancient matron, 


or an eye to a silver sixpence, which made 
you, and makes you still, the heroine of 
my day of romance ? At any rate, I shall 


never cease to invoke a blessing on that 


immaculate railway-company which de- 


coyed me from London into the heart of 


Encl - , 
tngland, and, with a coolness unexam- 


pled in the new districts of Iowa, dropped 


at the sweetest nook under the 


sun, 


there to wait three hours for the train 


a cae , 
which should have taken me at once to 


Stratford, — three golden hours, in which 
I might bask like a bee in a Honeybourne 


b yond my hopes. 


Not that my Honeybourne was pre- 


cisely the spot where the railway -train 


icit me standing de 


alone 


serted and alone, 
save for a Stratford furniture-deal- 
er, who, down in 


unceremonio ly set 
the midst of his new stock of tables and 
chairs, and with nothing else in sight but 
a platform, a shed, and me, looked at the 
last-mentioned object for sympathy, while 
he cursed the departing train and swore 
the usual oath of vengeance, namely, that 
he would never travel that road again. 
He got red with passion and cursed 
the road; J stare 
cool. Was I more philosophical than he ? 
No, but 


was bent on business, I on pleasure; he 


d round me and kept 


there was this ‘rence : he 


diff 
was in a hurry, I could afford to wait. 

Three hours, — and only a platform, a 
shed, and an infuriated furniture-dealer 
' 


company ! the 


Honeybourne station, but not Honey- 


to keep me This was 


bourne. I found a railway-oflicial hard 
by, had my baggage stowed in the shed, 
crossed the platform, looked at my watch 
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to make sure of the time, then struck out 
into the open country. Through shady 
lanes, over stiles, across the fields, on I 
went, in the direction pointed out to me 
by two laborers whom I met at starting. 
The sweet white may smiled at me from 
the hedges; the great sober eyes of the 
cattle at pasture reflected my sense of 
contentment ; the nonchalant English 
sheep showed no signs of disturbance at 
my approach (unlike the American spe- 
cies, which invariably take to their heels) ; 
the children set to watch them lifted their 
heads from the long grass and looked la- 
zily after me, never doubting my right to 
tread the well-worn foot-path with which 
every green field beguiled me on. Icame 


the vegetable - garden of a rus- 


out in 


tic cottage, one of some dozen thatched- 


roofed dwellings, which, with the church 


and simple parsonage, constituted sweet 
Honeybourne. “Oh the 


, , 
bourne fi 


that it were 


ym which no traveller returns!’ 


was the thought of my heart, as, with 


a drean y sense of longings fulfilled, I 
wandered through the miniature village, 
round it, beyond it, and back 


across it, 
as a bee saturated with sweets 


floats round the hive. 


to 1t again 


And now to my queen-bee, Ann Har- 


uid ! 
“ All the way from 


} ' 


and such a distance ! 


Alone, 


'” 


Lunnon! 
Bless my heart 
cried the primitive Ann, with hands and 
eyes uplifted. “Come in and rest you, 


+ 


and have something to eat! I have bread 


and butter, sweet and good, and will boil 
the kettle and make you a cup of tea, if 
you say so.” 


I had alr 


church, str 


dy I * the 
led among the ancient grave- 
1 tl 


ones, crossea the moss-covered bridge, 


st 
threaded the paths beneath the hawthorn, 


had a vision of boundless beauty, drunk 
in the silence, and dreamed out my dream 
of solitude, independence, and the joy of 
being no one but myself knew where. 
Could I do better than accept this invi- 
tation to enter the humble cottage, with 
the prospect of an admittance also to an 
old woman’s heart ? Did I win the latter ? 
or did I only fancy it? Did the moth- 
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erly creature believe me lost ? or was her 
Was 


really, despite her poverty, ready to share 


astonishment only feigned ? she 
her last crust with a stranger ? or was the 
benignant glance which gave me in my 
loneliness the sense of adoption merely 
an eye to self-interest ? 

Dear old soul! One of us, 


was simple-hearted and true,—either she 


at least, 


in her innocent professions, or I in my 
I have faith that it was 
At all events, I do so cherish the 
memory of her kindness, that, so far from 

il sit- 


treasuring the notion of the silver 
pence, I hereby pledge myself, that, 


silly credulity. 


she. 


if ever the reminiscence I am penning 
should be worth half as much to me in 
gold as it is in memory, I will send Ann 
Harris at least one shining guinea, as a 
token how willingly I would go shares 
with her in something. 

And the guinea would not come amiss, 
for Ann was poor; her clay-floored cot- 
tage boasted only its exquisite neatness, 
her furniture was of the humblest, her 
dress the cheapest. She was too old for 
hard work ; her duties at the little church 
were light,—the profits, I fear, were 
lighter; for that visitors to the remote 
sanctuary were rare her reception of me 
was sufficient proof. As she guided me 
through the church, I asked her if it was 
She shook her head sad- 


ly, and, pointing in the direction of a 


well attended. 


neighboring village, answered, — 

“« Most of ’em go to chapel, yonder, — 
the more ’s the pity.” 

She told me that she had no provis- 
feared 


ion for the coming winter, and 


she must go to the Union. (It was not 
our own, then prosperous and unbroken, 
Union, to which she dreaded emigrat- 
ing.) She merely meant the work-house ; 
and as she spoke, her face wore a shad- 
ow that still clouds my recollections of 
Honeybourne. I do not know if her 
fears were realized, —if her cottage is 
forsaken, — if she dwells among paupers, 
or sleeps in the village church-yard ; but 
I cannot think of her as lonely or poor 
or dead. Her saintly face told of bless 
ed communion; I know that she was rich 
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in faith and hope; and were I assured 
that her spirit had left the flesh, I should 
only picture her to myself standing erect 


at heaven’s doorway, welcoming stran- 


gers with the same serenity with which 


she said to me at parting, —“I shall 


meet you there.” 


She offered me a farewell gift of flow- 


ers from her garden. It was a beautiful 


cottage - garden, and many of the flow- 


ers were brilliant and even rare, giving 


proof of careful, if not scientific culture. 


Sull I hesitated. 


sweet may, red campion, and other na- 


My hands were full of 


tive field-blossoms, which had introduced 
They 


were the children of the green sod which 


themselves to me anonymously. 


I had been treading so lightly on my 


quiet of 


+ iI 
tO me lke 


way to the village; and, in the 
my ramble, they had seemed 
vhispers from Him who made them, and 
it had 


with whom I fi 
I could not bear to see them dis- 


never felt so utterly 


Ann’s garden-belles, tempting 
utter would have been at any 
other moment ‘ 
her offer. 

face. 
for ‘my preference, but 
»; so I blurted 

VK y enoug I 

‘ Yours are 


these, you know, 


She saw my iff 


‘ a 
I knew she saw it working 


I attempted to apologize 


mm my 


beautifu 
— and 


them best. 

She looked down upon me gravely, 
pity tender- 
pit) 


ness which was neither grave nor pity- 


ingly, smiling, too, with a 
I have seen long-visioned people 
look with just that expression at the eyes 
of the short -sighted, on the latter’s con- 
fessing their inability to detect an object 
at no great distance. 
“ He made them all,” she said; and her 
words were an ascription of praise. 
They come to me often now. They 
They 
have no 


False dis- 


bid me look farther and see more. 
thine 


and 
place in this world of His. 


tell me how mine 


tinctions shrink away from the light of 


the old woman’s clearer faith; I see how 
‘the ablest workers are but instruments 


in higher hands, — how science, culture, 
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inspiration itself, are but gifts to be laid 
on His altar. 

I need scarcely say that I at once 
found 
hand, as 


room for Ann’s flowers in my 


for her lesson in my heart. 
Some of the former are pressed and laid 
away as a sacred memento, aml some- 
thing of the latter is treasured up among 
good seed sown by the way-side. 

I would gladly have lingered longer 
I seemed 


in this little nook, into which 


to have been drifted by chance; but my 


time was up,— I had a mile or two to 
walk over the fields in the direction of 
the railway, — my friends were to meet 
me at Stratford. Should I miss the train 
this time, my philosophy might fail me as 
signally as that of the above - mentioned 
furniture-dealer failed him. 

A few hours after I bade my old friend 


Mill- 


my experiences at the 


farewell, I was at my destination. 
} " 


ions have shared 


tomb of the great Everybody is 
with W um Shakspeare and 


Stratford-on- Avon, but I hug the thought 


poet. 


familiar 


that nobody but I knows anything about 
Ann Harris and Honey bourne. 

I have dwelt 
which the humble 
eal 3 


upon an occasion in 
office 
in compa tionshiy 
A brief sojourn in Alpine re- 
gions has furnished me with a similar 
reminist ence. 
We were setting forth for a day’s ride 
across the Téte - Noire. 


sisted of five, and we had two guides. Our 


Our party con- 


ne 
baggage, which 


was for the most part 
light, was strapped on the backs of the 


mules behind the riders. One article, 


however, a square box of considerable 
proportions, proved refractory, and, veer- 
ing from side to side, refused to maintain 
the even balance which, owing to the 
rouch nature of the bridle-path, was essen- 
tial to the safety of both mule and rider. 
We were obliged to halt again and again, 
that the box might be restrapped, al- 
Each time 
that we drew up in line for this purpose 


ways with doubtful success. 


we were overtaken by a Swiss youth, 


who had perceived our dilemma, and who 
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hoped, by following us up closely, to 


make a job out of it. There was but a 
limited knowledge of French among us, 
(the language in which the youth spoke,) 
still, by aid of his vehement gestures, he 
made us understand that he was ready, 
for a consideration, to accompany us on 
our toilsome journey, and carry the box 
on his back. 

“ Eight francs, Monsieur, —I will do 
But the bex 


righted, his services seemed superfluous, 


it for eight franes!’ was 


and we moved on, regardless of his be- 
seeching looks. 


A fresh 


came panting up, and this time it was 


delay soon ensued, the boy 


* Seven francs, 
} 


—nay, as we rode away 
ae 


from him, he frantically shouted, ‘ Six! 


His prospec ts seemed hopeless, but des- 
tiny and perseverance were on his side, 
—the box gave another alarming lurch, 
—the heated and almost discouraged 
youth made one last appeal, — 

“Four francs, Monsieur! I will do it 
for four francs!” 

He was n 
by Government and furnished with a cer- 
tificate, 
trict 


capacity. 


and the day was his. 


ot a regular guide, appointed 


as is the law of the Alpine dis- 
for all who serve in this responsible 
We had engaged him simply 

Still, the docile youth had 


strapped the box on his back 


as a porter. 
no sooner 
than, seeing that I was the only lady un- 
provided with an attendant, he drew my 


mule’s bridle through his arm, and quiet- 


ly took me in charge. 
No matter how charming a travelling- 
party you 


are all inted 
are aii mounted 


belong to, the moment they 
and climbing a mountain, 
single file, you feel yourself a unit in cre- 
ation. Everybody has turned his back 
upon you, and you have turned your 
back upon everybody. You are a soli- 
tary traveller. Are you aghast at your 
own situation on the steep slope of a 
mule’s back, with a precipice above your 
head and your feet dangling over a gulf 
below? There is no help for it. Tmag- 
ine yourself a sack of meal, if you can, 
‘and expect as little sympathy as would 
to that article. 


be accorded Are you 


moved to a keen sense of the ridiculous, 


653 
as a curve in the road discloses the fig- 
ures of your elongated party, unused to 
riding, and rendered the more grotesque 
? Alaugh 
so you may 

Does the 


by their mountain-equipment 
unshared is no laugh at all, 
smother it at 


as well once. 


scenery through which you are passing 
awaken emotions of sublimity ? It would 
be sacrilege to shout out your sentiments 
to the occupant of the next mule in such 
tones as a watchman would employ to 
cry, “Fire!” No, —if 

tially a social creature, there is nothing 


5282 


for it but to bottle up your s¢ nsibi 


you are essen- 


ties 
and await the opportunity for an explo- 
sion when you reach your inn. 
Something like this result occurred, I 
remember, on the evening of that very 
day, under the 


when Mademoiselle, who, 


charge of Michel, led the van, met me at 
the hotel at Martigny, at which place she 


had of course arrived a little in advance. 


We 


in our manners than is customary among 


were not usually more demonstrative 


New - England women, but the moment 
I could alight we rushed into each other’s 
embrace, regardless of a crowd of aston- 
ished porters and guides, mutually insist- 
ing, by way of apology, that it seemed as 
if we had not met for a year. 

Having dwelt upon this peculiar isola- 
tion experienced by the Alpine traveller, 
it may be conjectured, that, when the boy, 
Auguste, drew my bridle through his arm, 
did 
when he was joined by his man Friday. 
He 


was a large, round-faced, mild-eyed youth, 


I felt very much as Robinson Crusoe 
Auguste and I soon became friends. 


who, the instant the excitement of secur- 
ing his employment was past, subsided 
into a soft, even pace like that of a dog. 
Now and then, too, he looked up at the 
mule and me, precisely as a dog, accom- 
panying his master, looks up to see if all 
is right. 

I did not first. His 


mere presence was satisfaction enough. 


talk to him at 
After a while we grew more sociable. 
So did I. 


His was peculiar to the province,—mine 


He spoke a French patois. 


wholly original, — but both answered the 


purpose of communication, and so were 
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He had the essential char- 


acteristic of his profession,—he was one 


satisfacti ry. 


of the oily-tongued tribe, simple as he 
seemed, and I the willing victim; for I 
am confident that I straightened in my 
saddle, and talked more glibly than ever 
in the language peculiar to myself, on the 
strength of his naive surprise at learning 
the place of my nativity, and his polite ex- 
clamation, “* De Ami rique! O! 
] Paris!” 


The conversation you hold with your 


J avais 
cTu que vous eliez de 
guide has this advantage, - you can sus- 
pend it at will. There are miles of travel, 
in crossing the Téte-Noire, when, if your 
most sympathizing friend walked beside 
you, the thought of both hearts would be, 
* Let all the earth keep silence !” and in 
the absence of such unspoken sympathy, 
the next best thing is the innocent grav- 
ity of an attendant hired for so many 
francs a day, and not presuming to speak 
unless spok n to. 

But when these sublimer passages are 


passed, when the path skirts the edge 
of the valley, when the giant mountains 
have retired a little and you slacken the 
tense cord of emotion which for a while 
has held you spell-bound, it is a relief to 
loosen the tongue also, and reassure your- 
self with the sound of the human voice. 
Thus Auguste and I had frequent dia- 
logues. He toid me something of his past 
life, which I do not remember very well. 
I think its chief incident was his having 
been drafted for the army, and having 
served his term. Of his future, however, 
he spoke with an earnestness which has 


He said 


that the next winter he meant to go to 


left its impression on my mind. 


Paris and seek a service; and his perse- 
verance in wringing employment out of 


that he fulfilled 


Savoy, to which province 


us inclines me to think 
his intention. 
he belonged, had just been annexed to 
France. <A party of guides from Cha- 
mouni had the day before succeeded, with 
difficulty, in planting the imperial flag 
Was it 


this which had awakened the ambition 


on the summit of Mont Blanc. 


of the young Savoyard to share the spoils 


of the empire of which he had so suddenly 
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° 
become a member? Perhaps (I never 


thought of it before, but perhaps) he was 
already seeking means for his journey to 
the capital. Perhaps the price of his 
hard-won service was to be the nucleus 
of his savings. Have I, then, aided your 
purpose, Auguste ? helped to transform 
you from a simple mountain-lad to a 


mere link in a chain of street-sweepers, 


an artful official of a third-rate billiard- 
saloon, or a roystering cab-driver with his 
perpetual entreaty for an extra fee in 
the form of “ Quelque chose a boire” ? 
My mind shrinks from the possibility, for 
to think of 
than he then se 


and of the truth 


I cannot bear him as other 


med,—a child of Nature 


In the course of our day’s journey we 
I had been 


chatting with Auguste and felt in a lo- 


drew near a little village. 


quacious mood, but paused as I found my- 
self p assing through the village,—in other 
words, sneaking round the corner of one 
the 
farm-yard of the next, and close by the 


shabby hut, and straight through 


windows of a third, —the three, and a 
few other 
the 


stray buildings, constituting 


hamlet. As it seemed an imperti- 
nence to follow such an intrusive, inquis- 
itive little road at all, we could, of course, 
do no less than maintain a dumb propri- 
ety in the presence of the children and 
kitchen-utensils, but, as we left them be- 
hind and struck across an open field, my 
eye fell on one of those way-side shrines 
common in all Roman-Catholie districts. 
It 


S 


was a miniature arch of plastered or 
whitewashed stone, and contained, as 
nearly as I could judge from the glimpse 
I had in passing, two coarse dolls, intend- 
ed to represent the Virgin and Child. 

‘‘ What is that, Auguste ?” I asked, 
with feigned ignorance. 

“‘ A place of worship,” he answered ; 
“the people come there to pray.” 

“ But what do they come there for?” 
I continued. 

“* God is there,” he answered, with em- 
phasis, pointing at the same time to the 
gayly dressed puppets. 

“ No, He is not,” I replied. 
He turned round and looked at me 
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defiantly. His mild face became that of 


a fanatic, and I actually quailed beneath 
his angry eye, as he retorted, — 

‘* He is there.” 

My mistake flashed upon me, too, at 
the instant, and I hastened to explain 


} 


myself in the simplest manner my poor 


French would allow, saying, — 
* Out, Auquste, Il est la, c'est vrai; 
mars Il est la aussi ' doa 


—and I pointed to 
the snow-capped mountains on my right, 


et la!” —and I waved my hand to- 


wards the deeply shadowed heights on 


I 
the opposite side of the valley. 


He caught my meaning as by an in- 
spiration His fierce frown melted in- 
stantly into an intelligent smile. 

“Theta 
with enthusiasm, his childlike, eager eyes 


se eking a re sponse in mine. 


tout!” exclaimed the youth, 


I nodded in affirmation of the truth. 
It was enough. Catholic and Protestant 
had met on common ground, — we un- 
derstood each other, — we 
ciled. 


were recon- 

Has he carried his large faith with him 
into the great metropolis ? and have I 
kept mine unshaken in spite of the storm 
that is raging in my native land? Armed 
in his simplicity only, he has gone to meet 
the gusts of temptation; and I have lived 
to see the Rep iblic, which I believed in- 
violable as Mother Earth herself, tremble 
and totter, as one after another of her 
rotten pillars has fallen away. God grant 
that we may both, in this day of our peril, 
be abl 


, as then, to realize that “ Jl est 

During my short Alpine journey I held 
the office of paymaster for our party, my 
election being due not so much to profi- 
ciency in the queer dialect above alluded 


It is 


always a pleasant office to disburse the 


to as to courage in the use of it. 


funds, but was never more so than when, 
late at night, Michel and Auguste came to 
the hotel at Martigny to receive the re- 
Michel had his 


full dues in money, and plenty of praise 


ward of their day’s toil. 


to boot; Auguste, evidently much to 
his surprise, a trifle more than his mini- 


mum price. Each of them then grasped 
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my hand in his horny palm,—an unex- 
pected salutation, but not a harsh one, 
for each hand had a heart in it, or I be- 
lieved it had, which was all the same to 
me. They made the customary promise 
not to forget me, but credulity must stop 
somewhere, and at this point I must con- 
fess my easy faith gave out, and left me 


skeptical. 


I have given the preference in order 
of narrative, as well as in memory, to 
guides who proved competent, willing, 
and true, who, if they seasoned the inter- 
course between us with a little encour- 
agement to my self-esteem, had nothing 
in them obsequious or timeserving, and 
who set me a wholesome example of clear 
and firmness in the main- 


convictions 
tenance of right. But not only are the 


virtues of the race whom I have chosen 


for a theme subjects of congratulation ; 


even the uncertainties and misfits of 
these frequently rusty keys to the past 
excite a mirth that lightens the toil with 
which one rummages through the corri- 
dors of time. It would be tref&son to tell 
the name of that antique university-chap- 
el where a certain wooden-headed verger 
was betrayed into the absurdest error ; it 
would be personal to give the name of 
the waggish friend who made him his in- 
nocent butt; but the facts and the joke 
claim no disguise. 
solemn British beadle had been 
rehearsing the history of numerous sar- 
cophagi and monuments, dwelling with 
mingled pathos and indignation upon the 
injuries which the chapel, its railings, and 
its statues had sustained at the hands of 
that arch-destroyer and his soldiery who, 
in their zeal for the new Commonwealth, 
trampled brutally upon the records of past 
grandeur and royalty. 
, 


“‘ He stabled his ’osses ’ere 


’ 
yes, ere, 


—in this wery chapel! ugh!” was the 
wrathful exclamation of our guide; and 
as he pointed towards the tablets without 
corners and the effigies lacking noses or 
feet, there was a low muttering in his 
throat and a look at us intended to excite 


sympathetic ire on our part. 
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One only of our party responded to 
the look. 

“Let me see‘— Cromwell was a ter- 
rible Catholic, was n’t he ?” gravely in- 
quired our fellow - traveller, as if in this 
way, and this way only, could the sacri- 
lege be accounted for,—one blue eye, 
as he spoke, full of sage earnestness, the 
other twinkling with fun. 

The stolid face of our guide now be- 
came a study. He had no instructions 
for such an emergency as this. The ques- 
tion had made war with his poor wits. 
For a moment they staggered, felt them- 
selves defeated, and were 


about to 


But, resolute Briton that he was, 


sur- 
render. 
the old man soon rallied his forces. 
servant both of Church and State, 


True 
he saw 
that there was no consistent course for 
him but to consign the enemy of royal- 
ty 


and the contemner of 


ments to the abominable 


sacred monu- 
Scarlet Lady. 
He gave one appealing look at his inter- 
rogator, but the side of the face turned 
towards him was immovable. It eave no 
positive discouragement to an affirmative 
reply ; it even feigned ignorance. Seek- 
ing enlightenment, and taking heart of 
faith, the verger assented in the words, 
* Y-e-e-e-s,—I be-e-e-lieve so!” Then, 


himself com- 


mitted to the fact, he continued, with em- 


his courage rising as he fel 
phasis and a dictatorial nodding 
head, “ Yes, — yes, 

Many and laughable are 


of the 


he was.” 


( 


the instances 
f such perplexity and mistake among 
the aged pic ces of mechanism who have 
for years been sounding the same tune 
to generations of unquestioning ears, and 
who, not having an extra note in their 
Age has its 
exemptions and immunities, however ; 


might 


camut, can by no means bear to be pla 


ed upon by strange hands. 


makes right, and one who has long 
been a dictator comes to be deemed an in- 
; 


fallible authority. So they whine on, and 


As 
they constitute a class, and those whom 


are oftener believed than otherwise. 


I have to do with are chiefly the excep- 
tions, I will forbear to dwell on stereo- 
typed specimens, and turn to one so un- 


like the generality of her tribe, so utterly 
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lawless, so completely at variance with 
all her surroundings, that I must beg 
leave to introduce her precisely as she 
introduced herself. 


There is an old place in England 
(there may be many such, but I know 
there is one) which is consecrated to im- 
agination, romance, and memory. Aban- 
doned by its owners as a residence, it is 
nevertheless maintained in sufficient re- 
pair to prevent its walls from crumbling 
or its beauty of outline from being mar- 
red, and stands forth a living epic, writ- 
ten in stone and oak, and meriting a 


the land. 


The favorite of tourists, artists, and an- 


place among the classics of 
tiquaries, it can well dispense with any- 
i i . 


thing like an accurate description from a 
traveller who went thither, not to study, 
but to muse ; so, putting in a plea, before- 
hand, for possible failures in observation 


and memory, I propose to myself nothing 
more than a re-indulgence of the reverie 
which took possession of me on my visit 
to Haddon Hall. 

We had spent the middle hours of the 
day at Chatsworth, that palace and mu- 
seum of modern art, and, with senses be- 
wildered and eyes dazzled by the mag- 
nificence of a ducal residence unparallel- 
ed, perhaps, in the world for its wealth 

we had set off, in the lat- 
ter part of the afternoon, to view its 
antipodes. 


hour were not inappropriate. Sated with 


The circumstances and the 


the most perfect display of luxury and 
taste which the present age can boast, 


and somewhat we with the toil of 


sivht-seeing, a six-mile drive, the gradual 


ary 


decline of the summer day, the shadows 
gathering over the landscape, all acted 
as a gentle narcotic, and were a fit pre- 
parative for our approach to that old, 
deserted homestead, the first glimpse of 
which set my fancy roaming, and carried 
me away into a world of dreams. 
Hitherto I had been the contented oc- 
cupant of an old yellow coach, and had 
beén satisfied with the pace of two jaded 
post-horses. But, as I crossed the draw- 
bridge and climbed the steep hill which 
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led to the principal gateway, I found my- 
self mounted on rapid wings, and whirling 
Not that 


rushing on in advance of the age. 


I was 
No, 


—the wings flapped backwards, they ca- 


through the centuries. 


reered disdainfully over and beyond the 
region of reality ; as we flew, the present 
became merged in the past, the actual 
gave place to the ideal. 

I am‘approaching a feudal fortress. 
The deep moat, the turreted walls, the 
old gray towers, the lattice of my la- 
dy’s bower, the sentry pacing the battle- 
warder stationed at the 


ments, the gate, 


the severe exterior of the erim pile, the 
smoking hospitality that reigns within, 


Much that I 
have taken on faith from my childhood 


a= | recognize them all. 


has already been realized since I touched 
I climb 
slope leading to the principal 
Hark ! 
is not that the sound of an answering 
Is not that 


clash of armor on the stones ? 


English shores, —why not this ? 
the st ep 
entrance, and knock at the gate. 
horn ? rattling the 
Do I not 
hear the voice of the stout baron muster- 


distant 


ing his retainers to bid me welcome? If 
j for I 


once, twice, three times, 


so, they are a long time about it, — 
have knocked 
and there is no admittance. It is a se- 
“re process, too; for, though the original 
gate, which may have been an iron port- 
cullis for aught I know, has given place 
to rough boards, the latter are not par- 
ticularly tender of my knuckles, and, 
though romance is 
fact. 


romance, pain is a 
So I fold my airy wings for the 
and look 
stone to pound with. 
The old castle 
ther hears nor 


the edge a 


present, about me for a big 


It is of no use. 
is deaf and dumb. It nei- 
answers. I creep along 
steep bank, pry round a 
corner of 


the building, gaze up at the 
high Gothic windows, but see nothing 
like a practicable approach, and turn 
We take counsel to- 
my party, and at length 
} belief that our best 


the 
hope of obtaining an entrance lies in a 


back, discouraged. 
cether, I and 


condescend to 


modern farm -house, at the foot of the 
eminence on which the fortress stands. 
The farm-house is beyond the hail of our 
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voices, but our coachman, who is station- 
ed there with his post-chaise, a witness 
of our embarrassment, makes an encour- 
aging sign. That the farm-house bears 
some relation to the manor-house is sug- 
gested also by the fact that its garden 
boasts a yew - tree cut into the form of a 
peacock, and the book of heraldry says 
that the crest of the noble Earls of Rut- 
land, who occupir d the hall for centuries, 
includes, among its other belongings, “a 
peacock, in pride, proper.” 

At last, just as our impatience had 
reached the verge of indignation, a little 
figure emerged from the shadow of the 
farm -house, and sauntered towards us. 
She was a pretty child, a true daughter 
of the Saxon race, fair-haired, blue-eyed, 
and sunny-complexioned. She was the 
pink of neatness, too, and it was evident 
that the time we had spent in waiting 
had been passed by her at her toilet, for 
the folds were still fresh in her snowy 
apron, and her 


smoothly within the bars of a net, — that 


golden hair glistened 


unfailing net, sure emblem of British fe- 
male nationality. Her dainty little hat 
was trimined with white ribbons, which 
streamed behind her in the breeze, and, 
altogether, she was as complete a picture 
as one would wish to see of youth, health, 
and self-complacency. 

The nonchalance with which she ap- 
proached us was a thing I have never 
seen equalled. The independence of 
American children is proverbial; but 
democratic institutions never produced 
anything more saucily self-reliant than 
this little Briton. Without looking at us, 


or deigning any apology for the great 


r 
ate hich. i -ems. is : wre bar 
gate,— which, it seems, Is a mere Dar- 


ricade, not made to be opened, — she 
unlocked a side-postern, a rude door, 
consisting of two or three rough boards, 
and made a motion for us to enter. As 
we trod the time-worn pavement of the 
outer court, and gained an open quad- 
rangle round which various apartments 
were grouped, imagination once more 
took possession of me, and I found my- 
self peopling the place with its original 
inmates. 
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“ Oh, how old and story - like!” I ex- 
claimed to my companions. “Can you 
not imagine knights on horseback pran- 
cing over these stones, and alighting at 
the great hall-door beyond ?” 


“ Horses never came up here!” was 
the interruption which my suggestion met 
+ Bowens 
add- 


ed, somewhat scornfully ; and I then ob- 


from our practical little guide. 
could n’t climb those stairs,” she 
served that I had unconsciously ascend- 
ed a rough, angular stairway, passable 
only to foot-passengers. 

Knights on foot, then, my fancy at 
once substituted; and as the child, now 
commencing her duties as show - wom- 
an, pointed out the servants’ offices, it 
was no difficult matter to picture the 
baron’s retainers lazily grouped around 
the stone walls of the low cells, 
the apartments were, polishing their mas- 
ter’s armor, or bousing over jugs of ale, 
while handsome pages loitered about the 
court-yard, waiting the summons of their 
lord, or the sound of their lady’s silver 
whistle. Fancy was an indispensable 
of the 
apartments, which surrounded at least 
three this 
Without her aid, they were simply re- 
for their 


attendant in making the circuit 


sides of 


4s 
outer quadrangle. 


markable similarity, their va- 
eancy, their unfitness for any modern 
purpose save that of sheep-pens or lum- 
ber-rooms. Destitute of windows, so that 
the sun and air found admittance only 
through the doorway, without fireplaces, 
boarded floors, or plastered walls, they 
juare feet of 
space walled in by stone and mortar. 


presented simply so many s 


But Fancy had the power to enliven, 
furnish, people them. She suggested that 
their very number was an indication of 
sociability, excitement, noise, and mirth. 
Here, as in all feudal dwellings, the vast 
disproportion between the space allotted 
to the dependents and that reserved for 
the lord of the manor pointed to the time 
when each castle was a walled city, each 
baronial hall the home of a crowd of pet- 
ty retainers. In that long-ago, what mul- 
titudes of voices had stirred the silence 
of the court-yard! The bare walls of the 
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apartments then were hung with breast- 
plate, spear, and cross-bow,—trophies of 
war and the chase furnished decorations 
suited to the taste of the occupants, and 
the hides of slaughtered beasts carpeted 
the cold floor. 


warfare 


Stirring tales of love and 
athered little knots of listeners ; 
wandering minstrels sought hospitality, 
and repaid it in songs and rhymes; the 
beef and the bow] went round ; my lord’s 
jester made his privileged way into every 
circle in turn, and cracked his jokes at 
everybody’s expense ; and pretty Bess, 
my lady’s maid, peeped in at the open 
door, just in time to join in the laugh 
against her lover. 

But Fancy only whispered, and anoth- 
er little attendant, whose name was Fact, 
spoke out, and interrupted her. 


“ Would 
plate i 


you like to see the family- 


asked our guide, with the air 
of one who felt she 


worth showing, but was bound to fulfil 


had really nothing 


her task ; and, entering one of the stone- 
walled apartments, she pointed out a few 
enormous pewter platters, much dimmed 
by time and neglect, leaning against the 
wall. 

What visions of Christmas feasts and 
wassails these relics might have awaken- 
ed in me, had I been left to gaze on them 
undisturbed, it is impossible to say ; but 
my mind was not permitted to follow its 
own bent. 

“There ’s nicer 


ones 


the 
house, all brightened up,” said the child, 


with simplicity, and looking disdain at the 


down at 


heirlooms she was displaying. 

The estimate put by the little girl upon 
the ec ymparativ e value of old pewter dishes 
was suggestive. Whether the farm-house 
had robbed the castle, or the castle the 
farm-house, became at once an open ques- 
tion, and romance died in doubt. 

There could be no 


to the genuineness of the rude old dining 


doubt, however, as 
hall to which we were conducted next. 
The cl 


the raised end of the apartment, where 


nsy oaken table still occupied 


the baron feasted his principal guests. 
The carved and panelled gallery whence 


his minstrels cheered the banquet still 
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stood firm on its massive pillars, and the 
great stags’-antlers which surmounted it 
told of his skill as a sportsman. What 
giant logs might once have burned in the 
wide fireplaces, what sounds of revelry 
Our 
guide’s tongue went glibly as she pointed 
out these familiar objects, and in the kitch- 


n, buttery 


have gone up to the bare rafters ! 


, and wine - vault, which were 
situated conveniently near to the dining- 
hall, sl 


sas y to ret ognize 


1e seemed equally at home. It was 


in the great stone chim- 


neys, with their heavy hooks and cross- 


bars, symptoms of banquets for which 


bullocks were roasted whole and sheep 


} 


and calves slain by the dozen: but we 


needed her practised lips to suggest the 


uses of the huge stone chopping - blocks, 
S at 


sunk troughs, the narrow gut- 
ters { -rossed the 


stone pavement, all 


illustrative of the primitive days when 


d cook wrought simultaneous- 


butcher a 
ly, and 
onee fi 


Her li 


trast 


contracted cellar served at 


laughter- house and kitchen. 


firure was in strange con- 


with these gloomy 


passages, these 
had reeked with blood and 


clide d 


mysterious depths of the 


stones that 


smoke. She before us into the 


storehouse and 
! 


ale-vault, as the new moon glides among 


damp, black cPouds; as she directed our 


attention to the oaken cupboards for 


bread and cheese, the stone benches that 
once long rows of casks, the 
little wicket in the 


which the 


doorway, through 


doled out provisions to 


a waiting « of poor, she might well 
have been likened to a freshly trimmed 
lamp, lightin 


past. 


g up the dark, meveterious 


Freshly trimmed she unquestionably 


was, and by careful hands, but not a volun- 


tary licht ; for, the moment her ex ple ina- 


tions were finished, or our curiosity satisfi- 
1, she sank into an indifference of speech 

itude which proved her distaste to 
a place and a task utterly forei 
Evidently, 


so far to see, 


on to her 
nature. the hall which we had 


come and were so eager to 


explore, was at once the most familiar 


her life 
had been drilled into a 


object of and her most utter 


aversion. 
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but 
the place itself was to her what an old 


mechanical knowledge of its history, 


grammar or spelling - book is to the un- 
willing pupil, — 
rote, to be 


a thing to be learned by 
abused, contemned, escaped 
from. As we finished our exploration ot 
the lower floor, she probably breathed a 
sich of relief, feeling that the first chap- 
ter of her task was concluded. 

But a 


second and more difficult was 


yet to follow, — for we now ascended 


staircase of uncemented blocks of stone, 


crossed passage, and found ourselves 


in a long gallery or hall, the finest and 
best- preserved room in the castle, the 
ball-room of the 
Our 


once broke forth in words of surprise and 


state-apartment and 


lords of the manor. admiration at 


The architecture of this room 


was of much more recent date than that 


portion of the building oo we had al- 
Elizabethan in its 


ready visited. It was 


and one of 


the period. It 


sty le, the finest specimens of 


was floored and wain- 
carved 


heads, thistles, 


scoted with oak ; its frieze richly 
and adorned with boars’ 
also of oak, beau- 


and roses; its ceiling, 


tifully panelled and ornamented. There 
was a 


dle of 


of it a 


great square recess in the mid- 


the gallery, and along one side 


row of bow - windows, through 
whose diamond panes a fine view was af- 
forded of the quaint old garden and bal- 
Here, knights 


and dames of the olden time had danced, 


conies below. doubtless, 
coquetted, quarrelled, and been recon- 
ciled. Within those 
courtiers in ruffs and plumes had 
for ladies’ 
tricues of state. 


deep embrasures 
sued 
favors, and plotted deep in- 
What stories these walls 
could tell, had they but tongues to speak ! 


What dreams did their very silence con- 


jure up! 


Led by a more erratic spirit than that 
fraid I 
accurate 
breadth, and 
height of the gallery in which we stood, 


even of our child-guide, I am a 
lent an inattentive ear to her 
statement of the length, 
the precise date of its erection, the no- 
ble owners of the various coats-of- arms 
carved above the doorway; for I remem- 


ber only that she seemed confident and 
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well-informed, and recited her lesson 
faithfully so long as she was suffered to 
follow the beaten track. 


ble it was to extract anything beyond 


How impossi- 


that from her we soon had proof. 

She ushered us next into my lord’s 
parlor, which nearly adjoined the gallery. 
This room was hung with arras, retained a 
few articles of ancient furniture, had one 
or two pictures hanging on its walls, and 
presented, altogether, a more habitable 
look than any other portion of the castle. 
Our little maid had got on well with 
her description of this room, had pointed 
out the portrait of Prince Arthur, once 
a resident at the hall, had introduced 
that of Will Somers, my lord’s jester, as 
glibly as if Will were a playmate of her 
own, had deciphered for us the excellent 
moral precept carved in old English be- 
neath the royal arms, “ Drede God and 
honour the King,” and was proceeding 
rapidly with an array of measurements 
and dates, when I unluckily interrupted 
her,—I think it was to ask some question 
about the tapestry. She looked at me re- 
proachfully, indignantly,—just as a child 
reciting the multiplication-table before the 
School-Committee would look, if tripped 


1 ] 


up between the numbers, or as a boy, 
taken advantage of in play, might ery, 
“No fair!” She did not condescend to 
perhaps she could not, but 


answer me, 


paused a moment, reflected, went delib- 


erately back in her recital, repeated the 
last few dates and phrases by way of 
gaining an impetus, and then went 
without faltering to the end of her 
scribed narration. 

Poor child! She had my sympathy, 
and has still. What a grudge she 


tourists, 


must 


owe us even he nest and 


most submissive of us, for whom she is 


thus compelled to tax her unwilling 
memory ! 

But if her spirits were damped, her 
good-humor threatened, it was for a min- 
ute only. Upon completing our rapid 
survey of my lord’s parlor, and look- 
ing round for the guide who should con- 
duct us farther, she had become invisi- 


ble. 


So we moved on without her, and 


A Talk about Guides. 


[ June, 


commenced exploring a narrow passage 
with a certain sense of bewilderment at 
its loneliness, and the doubt whither it 
might lead, when, suddenly, we were 


startled by a merry laugh, which seemed 


“to ring through the air directly above 


our heads. Was it a mocking spirit that 


haunted the place? or one of the old 
figures on the tapestry, started into life ? 
We looked up, and there, on a rough 
platform of pine boards, projecting from 
the wall, stood our Fenella. She was 


leaning over the shoulder of an artist- 
boy, who, seated at his easel, was copy- 
ing one of the Gorgon-heads that stood 
She had dis- 


missed us wholly from her thoughts, and, 


out on the faded tapestry. 
giving play to her native fun and coquet- 
ry, was taunting the youth with the slow- 
ness of his labors and the little progress 
he had made since she last inspected his 
No wonder that she launched at 


} 


the taste of the 


work. 
boy or his employer. 
Graver heads than hers might question 
the 
such 


that 


motive which had set the painter 


model. 


} 
some eiun 


Imagination suggested 


vodmother must have 
prescrib d the task as a condition of her 
future favor. At all events, the mali- 
cious sprite now acting as overseer felt 
a sense of triumph in tls captive boy, 
perched against the wall, and condemned, 
like herself, to reproduce the past and 
bring out in fresh colors the staring eyes 
ks which would other- 


She cer- 


and mummied che 
wise soon be lost to memory. 


tainly made the most of her opportunity 


to taunt and tease him, for there was 
time for a laugh and a word of raillery 
only, to which he seemed too shamefaced 


he was at our side 


to respond, before s 
again, gravely announcing, “ My lady’s 
chamber!” — and as we looked around 
the apartment, whose furniture and dec- 
orations imparted to it a superior air of 
neatness and refinement to that observa- 
ble elsewhere, she pointed out to us a 
private doorway, conducting to a flight 
of steps, and affording an exit by which 
“my lady” had easy access to the court- 
yard, and thence to the chapel where 


she performed her devotions. 
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“ And what are the rooms opposite ? ” 
we asked, pointing to a long row of win- 
dows on the second floor, on the opposite 
side of the quadrangle to that of which 
we had now completed the inspection. 

*“ Those rooms are never shown,” was 
the mysterious answer. 

** But you will show them to us” (spok- 
en coaxingly). 

She 


shook her head, and sealed her 


lips, with an expression of determina- 
tion. 

“ What is in them?” 

“« Oh, nothing in particular.” 

“Then we might see them.” 

No encouragement, but, on the con- 
trary, a resolute negative. 

A bribe was held out, — for, by this 


time, the child’s air of mystery and re- 
serve had suggested a closet like that of 
Bluebeard, a chamber of torture, or, at 
least, the proois of some family-secret. 
We micht as well have offered a two- 
shilling bribe to the Iron Duke himself. 
The miniature castle-ke« per was so firm 
and so non-committal that she disarmed 
us of all our ingenuity, defeated all our 
tactics, and we gave up the point. I 
have since learned that this quarter of 
the mansion consists of a labyrinth of 
rooms, shut up because devoid of inter- 
est, and containing only some old lum- 
To 
} 


them would 


ber. have conducted through 


us 
have been to disobey orders, 


and, worse still, establish a precedent, 


from which the « hild might well shrink. 
It would have doubled her arduous round 
of duty. It was policy, no less than loy- 
alty, which had inspired her. 

So, too, when we came to inspect the 
chapel. She mounted an old oak chest 
in the rear of the little sanctuary, just be- 
neath the solitary window, whose quaint 
patterns in stained glass pointed to cen- 
turies long past. Seated comfortably on 
this elevation, she rehearsed the history 
the 
most primitive place of worship I ever 


and described the architecture of 
saw,—or, if she left her post to point out 
some minuter detail, she returned to it 
as jealously as a watch-dog to some spot 


which he is specially appointed to guard. 
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When our curiosity was otherwise sat- 
isfied, — when we had even ascended to 
the rude confessional, which was a mere 
excavation in the soft stone of the wall, 
— when we had put our hands in the hol- 
low, not unlike a swallow’s nest in a mud- 
bank, once the receptacle for holy wa- 
ter, — when we had descended the stony 
pathway, for it was so worn as scarcely 
to merit the name of staircase,— when, 
standing once more on the chapel-pave- 
ment, with minds excited by the thought 
of those monkish days when priestcraft 
ruled the land, — our eyes naturally fell 
on the old oak chest. What further rev- 
elation might not this disclose! What 
sacred relics, what curious church-plate, 
what vellum manuscript, might not be 
hidden beneath this heavy lid! Would 
she rise and let us see ? 

No, —she maintained her seat and her 
reserve with as much rigidity as on the 
former occasion. Unconvinced by this 
experience, our imaginations still ran 
riot. They shadowed forth every possi- 
ble beauty and horror which such a giant 
chest might contain. The even 
of “‘ The Bride of the Mistletoe-Bough ” 
might be verified, if we could but get a 
peep. The child 


was persuaded to dismount, we lifted the 


story 


At last we prevailed. 


cover, and the chest was empty, — lit- 
erally empty. 

Once more the plain fact of the pres- 
ent had swept away the cobwebs of the 
vast, the real had banished the ideal. 
Vhile the child of to-day sought only a 


comfortable rest from weariness, we had 


T 
i 
t 


She looked on as 
We 


mortified, and a 


been seeking myths. 
indignant as a dethroned queen. 
turned away a little 
good deal disappointed. 

Sut the Fenella of the castle was not 
so very tired, after all. True, she was 
tired of the old manor-house, tired of us, 
tired of her own dull routine of duty ; but 
there was a well-spring of freshness in her 
yet. She moved languidly, to be sure, 
as she now led the way to the tower, the 
only portion of the castle yet unvisited. 
Following her, we ascended, first, to a 
bare upper room, a sort of anteroom, 
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from which the ascent to the tower com- 
menced. It presented a solid inclosure 
of stone, except on the western side, 
where it was dimly lighted through one 
or two slits in the masonry. Turning my 


eyes in this direction, I saw our little guide 
leaning against the stone framework of 
| he 


beams of western sunlight came slanting 


one of these chinks in the wall. 


in at precisely the angle of her figure as 
she leaned back in infantile repose ; her 
white ribbons, her snowy apron, her gold- 
held the sunshine, 


and the ray of light which 


en hair caught and 
relieved the 
gloom of the gray old vault seemed to 
emanate from the child. 

One of our party addressed some ques- 
tion to her regarding the probable de- 
sign of the empty room in which we stood ; 


but there was no answer,— not even a 


responsive glance. Her « yes were fixed 
looked spt ll- 
follow the di- 


upon the stone roof. She 


bound. Before we could 


rection of her steady gaze, we were star- 


tled by the flapping of wings overhead, 


and, still more, by the sudden rushing 


forward of the 


” Shoo ! 


child with a loud ery of 
and with her h 


1 '» } 
SHOO : Inds 


stretched eagerly into the air. Our pres- 


ence had disturbed a swallow, which had 
le 
ALLS, 


found its way in through one of the s 
and, perhaps, built a nest in some crevice 
of the wall. The girl’s languor was instan- 
taneously dispelled by the dis overy and 
the excitement of pursuit. Here, now, 


was congenial sport. Hopeless as 


was 
I 


the attempt to cat h the bir the joy of 


frightening it was sure; and our guide 
sprang wildly from side to side of the 
building, uttering exciting exclamations, 
and making vain passes at the little crea- 
h above her 


ture, which flew round hig 


head, now and then settling in some se- 


cure “‘coigne of vantage.” In these in- 
tervals we endeavored to catch the atten- 


tion of the mischievous fowler 


but her 
task had ended with this tower-room, she 
had done with us, she had found an un- 
expected source of sport, and was not to 
be deterred from an enjoyment which she 
probably thought well-earned. With one 


eye following the least motion of the bird, 
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she informed us, at last, in reply to re- 
peated inquiries, that there was nothing 
to be told about the room we were in, — 
that it merely Jed to the tower, — we 
could go up into the tower, if we wished. 

She must go with us and show us the 
way. 

” No,” was the cool re ply. She nev 
er went into the tower; she never went 
any farther than this. 
Glancing at the dilapidated state of 
the stairs leading to the successive stories 
of the tower, we were almost tempted to 


‘lieve that her instinct of self-preserva- 
tion had reached its climax here, — that 
we might break our necks, if we liked,— 
she preferred not to run the risk. Re- 
solved to satisfy our suspicions, we press- 


ed the point, and, after many inquiries 


and waiting a considerable time upon the 
motions of the child and her new play- 


thing, we the brief and somewhat 


got 
scornful explanation, — 

‘* What if some other party should come 
while I was away ?” 
‘We P rt 


» nodded in assent, received the fee 


>” 


1 ‘ 
here, then? 


-rvices without acknowledg- 
ment, and saw us depart on our break- 
neck expedition with an indifference 
equalled only by the nonchalance with 
which she had admitted us on our arri- 
yal. The moment our backs were turn- 
ed, she resumed her play. 

After exploring the successive stories 
of the tower in safety, we descended by 


way of the anteroom, but the bird and 


its pursuer had both of them flown. We 
passed through a door she had previously 
pointed out, and gained the garden as 
surreptitiously as did Dorothy Vernon, 
of old, when, according to the tradition, 
she escaped through this same doorway 
on the night of her sister’s nuptials, and 

lover, Mr. (afterwards 
Sir John) Manners, who had long been 


eloped w ith her 


haunting the neighboring forest as an 
We strolled through the ancient 


garden, all ivied and moss-grown, ad- 


outlaw. 


mired the stone balustrade, which, time- 
stained and mouldy, is still the student’s 


favorite bit of architecture, and at last 
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made our way back to the farm-house,— 
I am sure I do not remember how, for 
we were as deficient in a guide as on our 
Whether an- 


other party arrived while we were in the 


first attempt at entrance. 


tower, and were engrossing her atten- 
tion, — whether she was engaged in the 
more agre¢ ible office of coquetting with 
the young artist, or was still chasing the 
swallow from room to room of the manor- 
We saw her no 


} ‘ 
house, I do not know. 


more. She had barely condescended to 
let us in, and now left us to find our way 
out as we could. 


All 


in her 


She cared nothing at all for us. 
the had 


(and it was considerable) had failed to 


interest we manifested 


awaken any emotion. We were a stereo- 
eature of the old hall; and the old 


h she had sprung from its root, 


life had been nourished by its 


streneth, was no part of herself, — was 


her antipathy. Still I never think of 


the mansion, with all the romantic asso- 


ciations which cluster around it, but the 


image of this child comes to break my 
reverie, as she did on the day when it 
was first indulged. 


So we go to visit some royal oak, and 
brir 


gy away, as 
which blooms at 


a memento, the daisy 
its foot; so we stand, 


as the reward of toil and fatigue, upon 


an Alpine glacier, and the trophy and 


pl dge of our visit are the forget-me-not 


that grew on its margin. Thus youth 
and beauty ever press on the footsteps 


of old age, and youth and beauty bear 
away the palm. 


My faith in le 


ed, when I call to 


gendary lore 1s confirm- 


mind the Gothie for- 
tress, with its strong defences against the 


enemy, its rude suggestions of centuries 


of hospitality, its tower-lattices, whence 


veneration after generation of high-born 


maids waved signals to knightly lovers, 
its stairways 
tread of he 
el-vault, where chivalrous lord and no- 
ble But 
there is a faith more precious than the 


faith in old 


worn slippery with the 


.vy-mailed warriors, its chap- 


dame have turned to dust. 


song and legend; and the 
' ’ . 


golden-haired child, who flourishes so 
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fresh and fair amidst all this ruin and 
decay, stands forth to my mind as an em- 
blem of that power which renovates earth 
and defies time. Had she been a pattern 
child, had her instructors (whoever they 
were) succeeded in moulding her into a 
mere machine, she might not so vividly 
have roused my interest ; but there was 
something in her saucy independence, 
her wayward freaks, her coquettish airs, 
her fiery chase after the swallow, which 
— breaking in, as they did, upon the docil- 
ity with which she otherwise went through 
her round of duty — revivified the deso- 
lation of the old hall with a sudden out- 
burst of humanity. Everywhere else the 
fountain of life seemed to have died out, 
but here it gushed forth a living stream. 
We gaze down the centuries and see 
in them ignorance, error, warning, and 


ruin at last. What hope for the race, 


then, if this were all? But it is not all. 
The child’s foot treading lightly over the 
graves is the type of the time-is triumph- 
ing over the time-was. Full of faults and 
imperfections, she is still the daughter 
She has the 


past for her teacher, and the door of 


of Hope and Opportunity. 


knowledge, repentance, and faith stands 
lhood is the 
the 


with 


open before her. Thus chi 
rainbow of God’s providence, and 
brightest feature of His covenant 
men. 

Silence, desolation, and decay have 
set their seal upon old Haddon Hall, but 
chance has set a child over them all, and 
the lesson her simple presence teaches is 
worth more to me than all the Idyls of 
the King. 

And thus it is that I treasure up the 
memory of her among my catalogue of 
did 


than she promised, when she undertook 


guides; and so she more for me 
to lend me her light through the old 
Hall. 

If there are any who can live without 
thus borrowing, then let them disparage 
For the rest, the best guide is 
Humility. 


guides. 
We have all so many dark 
paths to tread from the cradle to the 
grave, that we need to lay hold on all the 
helps we can. Groping blindly down the 
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avenues of Time, who is there that does 
not long to grasp some friendly hand, or 
follow in the track of some traveller fa- 
miliar with the way ? 

For me, Experience is a staff on which 
I am glad to lean, Simplicity is an un- 
failing leader where Learning might go 
astray. Trust isa lamp that burns through 
the darkest night ; and sometimes, when 
strong men are weak and wise men fool- 
ish, strength and wisdom are given unto 
babes, and he whom the counsels of the 


elders cannot save may walk the narrow- 


THE KALIF 


Into the city of Kambalu, 


The Kalif of Baldacca. 


journey’s end ! 


OF 


[ June, 


est path in safety with his hand in the 
hand of a little child. 

God grant me guides, then, to my 
God guide us all, Wheth- 
er we will or no! guide the nations, 
and make for them a way through the 
dust, the turmoil, and the strife which 
Time has heaped in their path, to the 
freshness and promise of the new birth! 
guide each poor yearning soul through 
the darkness and doubt that overshadow 
it, as it journeys on to the clear light of 


immortal day ! 


* BALDACCA. 


By the road that leadeth to Ispahan, 


At the head of his dusty caravan, 


Laden with treasure from realms afar, 


Baldacea and Kelat and Kandahar, 


Rode the g 


reat captain Alau. 


] 


The Khan from his palace-window gazed : 
He saw in the thronging street beneath, 
In the light of the setting sun, that blazed 
Through the clouds of dust by the caravan raised, 
The flash of harness and jewelled sheath, 

And the 
And the 
As they 
Into the 


shining scimitars of the guard, 
weary camels that bared their teeth, 
yassed and passed through the gates unbarred 


shade of the palace-yard. 


re ° . + _ 
Thus into the city of Kambalu 


Rode the great captain Alat ; 

And he stood before the Khan, and said, — 
“ The enemies of my lord are dead 4 

All the Kalifs of all the West 

Bow and obey his least behest ; 

The plains are dark with the mulberry-trees, 
The weavers are busy in Samarcand, 

The miners are sifting the golden sand, 

The divers are plunging for pearls in the seas, 
And peace and plenty are in the land. 

“ Only Baldacca’s Kalif alone 

Rose in rebellion against thy throne : 


His treasures are at thy palace-door, 





The Kalif of Baldacea. 


With the swords and the shawls and the jewels he wore ; 


His body is dust o’er the Desert blown. 


A mile outside of Baldacea’s gate 
I left my forces to lie in wait, 
Concealed by forests and hillocks of sand, 
And forward dashed with a handful of men 
I'o lure the old tiger from his den 
Into the ambush I had planned. 


Ere we reached the town the alarm was spread, 


* we heard the sound of gongs from within ; 


ith clash of cymbals and warlike din 
> turned 
th and pursued, 
the ri sad, 
banner of Mahomed : 


jus we snared them all, and the town wi 


‘e the Kalif had hidden 
oarded and pile 
heat in a grat 
a 
> old muse! 
ld that 
aze and rloat wi 
On jewels that ol 


Or the eyes of a panther in 


‘I said to the Kalif, 

Thou hast no need of so much 

Thou shouldst not have heaped ar 

Till the breath of battle was hot 

But have sown through the land these usel 
lo spring into shining blades of swords, 
And keep thine honor sweet and clear. 
These grains of gold are not grains of whe: 
lhese bars of silver thou canst not eat; 


ls and precious stones 


These jewels and pt ul 
Cannot cure the aches in thy bones 
Nor keep the feet of Death one hour 


From climbing the stairways of t 


Then into this dungeon I locke 
And left him to feed there all alone 
In the honey-cells of his golden hive 
Never a prayer, nor a cry, nor a groan 
Was heard from those massive walls of stone, 
Nor again was the Kalif seen alive ! 
“ When at last we unlocked the door, 
We found him dead upon the floor ; 
VOL. XIII. 43 
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The rings had dropped from his withered hands, 


His teeth were like bones in the Desert sands ; 


Still clutching his treasures he had died ; 


And as he lay there, he appeared 


A statue of gold with a silver beard, 


His arms outstretched as if crucified.” 


This is the story, strange and true, 


That the great captain Alau 


Told to his brother the Tartar Khan, 


When he rode that day into Kambalu 


By the road that leadeth to Ispahan. 


LIFE ON THE 


PART 


A FEW days before Christmas, we were 
delighted at receiving a beautiful Christ- 
mas Hymn from Whittier, written by re- 
They 


rand enjoyed singing 


quest, < specially for our children. 


learned it very eas 


it. We showed them the writer’s picture, 


and told them he was a very good friend 
of theirs, who felt the deepest interest in 
them, and had written this hymn express- 
ly for them to sing, — which made them 
very proud and happy. Early Christmas 


morning, we were wakened by the peo- 
windows, 


Af- 


+ presents among 


ple knocking at the doors and 
and shouting, “* Merry Christmas! ” 
ter distributing some littk 
them, we went to the church, which had 
been decorated with holly, pine, cassena, 
méstletoe, and the hanging moss, and had 
The children 


there, and 


a very Christmas-like look. 


of our school assembled we 


gave them the nice, comfortable clothing, 
and the picture - books, which had been 
kindly sent by some Philadelphia ladies. 
There were at least a hundred and fifty 
children present. It was very pleasant 
to see their happy, expectant little faces. 
To them, it was a wonderful Christmas- 
Day, — such as they had never dreamed 
of before. There was cheerful sunshine 


without, lighting up the beautiful moss- 
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II. 

drapery of the oaks, and looking in joy- 
ously through the open windows; and 
were bright faces and glad hearts 
The of the 
Past, with all its sorrows and its fears, 


and for the Future,—the 


there 
within. long, dark night 
was forgotten ; 
eyes of these freed children see no clouds 
in it. It of sunlight, they think, 
and they trust in it, perfectly. 

After the 


children were addressed by some of the 


is full 
distribution of the gifts, the 


r¢ ntlemen They then 


Whittier’s Hymn, the “ John 


and several of their own hymns, 


pre sent. Sang 
Brown ” 
song 


among them a very singular one, com- 


my mudder gone; 
veyard ! 


ht to know me; 


ht to know me; 


They improvise many more words as 
they sing. It is one of the strangest, 
most mournful things I ever heard. It 
is impossible to vive any idea of the deep 
pathos of the refrain, — 


‘Sing, O graveyard!”’ 
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In this, and many other hymns, the 
words seem to have but little meaning ; 
but the tones, — a whole lifetime of de- 
spairing sadness is concentrated in them. 
They sing, also, “ Jehovyah, Hallelujah,” 


which we like particularly : — 


rdies hab ne - 
n ob Man he 
head. 


hab not where 
weary 


CHORUS. 


ah! De He will 


Lord 


Jehovyah, Hallelujah! De Lord He will 


repeat the words times. 


many 


‘* De foxes hab holes,” and the succeed- 


ing lines, are sung in the most touching, 
and then the chorus — 
Hallelujah” forth 


yhantly, in o] id contrast. 


mournful tones ; 
yah, swells 


hit 


hildren came in 


They 


mas night, the ec 


veral grand shouts. 


uppy to keep still. 

Miss, 

and shout!” 
And 

heart’s con 
She r 

books. Th 


ed to oe 1 | 


all I want to do is to sing 
Amaret- 


sing and shout she did, to her 


said our little pet 


ta. 


ly, and was very fond of 
t children are delight- 
Many 

The 


learn. 


tinies 


| 


ook in their hands. 
know their 
parents are eager to have them 
They sometimes said to me, — 


“ Do, Miss, 


ting dey can 


et de chil’en learn ebery- 
We n 
to learn nuttin’, | 
to ke rn.” 
They are 


that their children may attend school. 


bber hab no chance 


yut we wants de chil’en 


willing to make many sacrifi- 


One old woman, who had a large family 


gt = : 
of children and grandchildren, came reg- 


ularly to school in the winter, and took 


4 


her seat among the little ones. She w 


is 


at least sixty years old. Another woman 


— who had one of the best faces I ever 
saw —came daily, and brought her baby 
in her arms. 
the best 
little “ 


lowed it 


It happened to be one of 


Dabies in th 


] 


moa 


» world, a perfect 
1 of deportment,” and al- 
s mother to pursue her studies 


41 . ¥ 
without inte rruption. 


Sea Islands. 66 
While taking charge of the store, one 
day, one of the men who came in told me 


He 


was a carpenter, living on this island, 


a story which interested me much. 


and just before the capture of Port Roy- 
al had been taken by his master to the 
mainland, — “the Main,” as the 
eall it, 
which were to shelter the families of the 


“ Yankees’ 


The master afterward sent 


people 


— to assist in building some houses 


Rebels in case the should 


come. him 


back to the island, provi ling him with a 
pass, to bring away a boat and some of 
the people. On his arrival he found that 
the Union troops were in possession, and 
determined to remain here with his fam- 
to 


ily his master. 
fellow - servants, had 


Main,” hearing that 


instead of returning 


Some of his who 
on left “ the 


the Federal 


bet on 


troops h 


ud come, re solve d to 
isl They 


ot 


make their « scape to the islands. 


found a boat of their master’s, out 


which a piece six feet square had been 


cut In the night they went to th boat. 


which had been su in a creek near the 


house, measured the hole, and, after sev- 


eral nichts’ the 


piece | 


larae 
mended and 


work in woods, made a 


enough to fit in. They then 


sank it again, as they had 


found it. The next night five of them 


embarked. They had a perilous journey, 


often passing quite near the enemy’s boats. 


They travelled at night, and in the day 


up to the shore out of sieht. 
1 


Sometimes they could hear the hounds, 


which had been sent in pursuit of them, 


baying in the woods. Their provisions 


gave out, and they were nearly exhaust- 
ed. 
the enemy’s boats, and reached one of 


our gun boats in safety. They were taken 


At last they succeeded in passing all 


on board and kindly cared for, and then 
’ 


sent to this island, where their families, 
who had no hope of ever seeing them ag Lin, 
welcomed them with great rejoicing. 
We were also told the story of two girls, 
one about ten, the other fifteen, who, hav- 
ing been taken by their master up into 
the country, on the mainland, at the time 
of the capture of the islands, determined 
to try to escape to their parents, who had 


been left on thisisland. They stole away 
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at night, ar ] oh woods and 
for 


swamp 
barl 


Sometime 


tune 


the y we 


could ! 


Southern 


has 
te 


hur 


were 
down 
inform 
with 


were 


( amp 5 


old 


Some compan 


ful grove, ruins of the 
suenot for 


First 


line ut 


the R drawn up 
ider landing, 
to receive us. A fine, soldierly looking 


set of men; their brilliant dress against 


panta 


init nd, 


friend 


Islands. [ June, 
u 


trees (th were then wearing red 
them with a semi- 


loons) 


varie sple dor. It was my goo 
to find among the oflicers 
to 


it was 


North, 
‘an imagine w 


one Ca 


and 
from the in our isolated 
ho 


not 


ore 


We were 


1! 
markable fa 
| 

nave 


men 


la} 
1e black so 
ind searlet pantaloons, 
+] 


ovner 


his and 
uniorms, 
} ah a 
lookers-o! », women, and chilaren, 
ympl crouped in various 


or every ¢ 


we a happy. 1 
commenced W 

the recime nt. 
oceasion by P 


him, and then 


rofes 
rotes- 


rad 


by 
ison then introduced 


Zachos, 
sung. Colonel ige I 


Dr. Brisbane, who read the President’s 


sor 


Proclamation, which was enthusiastically 


Rev. Mr. French presented to 


cher red. 
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two very elegant flags, a 


m the Church of the 
ig them by an appropri- 


At 


Finson 


ANVIT 


its con- 
vl holding the 

he colored peo- 

, commenced sing- 
It was 
and 
The 
He said 


nee 


incident 


scinatior 


und rare fa 


. ob 
tach them to him strong 


f an officer. 


“er 
e grand, knig 


oppressed 
Gene ton spoke also, and w 


ht Throu 


r¢ pe ited cheer 


enthusiasm. 


1ancipation-Day we 


*n more beautiful 


ng Proclamation. 


{ 
I 


Higgi 


the flags to the « 


| 
of Colonel 


ented 
eant Rivers and Ser: 


n, with an earnest charge, to which 


they made appropriate replies. We were 
particularly pleased with Robert Sutton, 


who is a man of great natural intelli- 
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j , —— 
nce, and whose remarks were simple, 


loquent, and foré ible. 
M 


lo « 
oras : 


Gage also u 


‘ John Brown ” 
meeting we 
unt and be 


told us that t 


pidity witl 


h 


wonde1 


iwht 


were 


ments 


stranve 


| + 
seu 1OnOT 


r regi- 


* came 


, 
trom the 


menced play ing “Sweet 


moonlight on the water, the per 


1 


the 


wil 
wi 


dness and solitude of 


ss around, 


ll seemed to pathos 


at strange . 


of the tents, — 
usual, 


while we retired one 


} 


nig l LTeW danger- 


th 


for the air, 


1 


ry unwill- 


itting around ‘ 


y 


: brilliant an 


\ 


_2 ° a 
wood-fire, ¢ nyoyed the 


ertaining conversation. ‘ 


. ‘ , , 
il were we to go home ides the 


attractive society, W 


1 7 } } 
» have grand sh juts and a ven- 


diers were t 


erai ju vilee that night. 
c oming, and we were ol lived t 


luctant farewell to Camp Saxton and the 
and hasten to 
1 tl 


songs, 


hospitable dwellers therein, 
We 


ng patrioti 7} 


deck 
and 
had 
as on that night. 
for St. 
j 


] 
wie ie 


the landing. 


of the 


promen 


steamer, Sa 


agreed and water 


moonil 


beautifu 


that 
never looked sO 
At Beaufort 
Helena; and the boatmen, as they rowe¢ 


I 


we took the row-boat r 
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wildest 


It was a fitting close to such a 


sang some of their sweetest, 
hymns. 
day. Our hearts were filled with an ex- 


ceed g¢ great gladne ss: for, although the 
Government had left much undone, we 
knew that Freedom was surely born in 
our land that day. It seemed too glori- 
ous a good to realize,—this beginning of 


the great work we had so longed and 


prayed for. 


L. and I 
visit to a plantation about six 
The house situated 
in the midst of noble pine-tree s, on the 


had one day an interesting 


on . 
miles from 


ours. is beautifully 


banks of a large creek. The place was 


owned by a very wealthy Rebel fam- 


ily, and is one of th santest and 


healthiest on the island. : vicinity of 


There 


on it,— 


the pines makes it 


were a hundred and fifty people 
one hundred of whom had come from Ed- 
isto Island at the time of 
There 
enough to accommodate them, and they 
had to take shelter 


its evacuation 


by our troops. were not houses 


out-houses 


They 


in barns, ’ 


; , : : 
or any other place they could find. 


which did 


afterwards built rude dwellings for them- 
| 


ves, not, however, afford 


} 


them much protection in bad weather. 


The superintendent told us that they 
One 


interested us greatly. Her 


were well-behaved and industrious. 
old woman 
name was Daphne; she was probably 
old; had 


had fifty grandchildren, sixty-five great- 


more than a hundred years 


grandchildren, and three great - great - 


vet 


She 


Entirely blind, she 


grandchildren. 
seemed very cheerful and happy. 
that brought with her 
parents from Africa at the time of the 
A bright, happy old face 


and she retained her faculties 


told us she was 
Revolution. 
was hers, 
remarkably well. Fifteen of the pe ople 


had escaped from the mainland in the 
I 


previous spring. They were pursued, 
and one of them was overtaken by his 
master in the swamps. A fierce grapple 
ensued,—the master on horseback, the 
man on foot. The former drew a pistol 
and shot his slave through the arm, shat- 


tering it dreadfully. Still, the heroic man 


Islands. [ June, 
i= 

fought desperately, and at last succeeded 
in unhorsing his master, and beating him 
He then made his 


escape, and joined the rest of the party. 


until he was senseless. 


One of the most interesting sights we 
saw was a baptism among the people. 
On one Sunday there were a hundred 
and fifty baptized in the creek near the 
church. They looked very picturesque 
in their white aprons and bright frocks 
As they 


in processic n down to the river’s edge, 


and_ handkerchiefs. marched 
and during the ceremony, the spectators, 
with whom the banks were crowded, sang 
glad, triumphant songs. The freed peo- 
ple on this island are all Baptists. 

We were much disappointed in the 
Southern We found it 

] 


colder than we had exp« cted, —quite col 1 


climate. much 
enough for as thick winter clothing as one 
would wear at the North. 
ly by open fires, 
In the 


was a 


The houses, 


heated on were never 


floor of our 


crack 


through which we could see the ground 


comfortably warm. 
sitting-room there large 
beneath; and through this and the crev- 
s of the numerous doors and windows 
The chureh 


school was partic- 


he wind came chillingly. 
in which w 
ularly damp and cold. There was no 
chimney 


all. Near the 


came for us, 


and we could have no fire at 


close of the winter a stove 
but it could not be made to 


nearly suffocated with 


smoke, and gave it up in despair. We got 


hly chilled and benumbed with- 


draw ; we were 
so thoroug 
in, that for several days we had school 
out-of-doors, where it was much warmer. 
Our school-room was a pleasant one,— 
for ceiling the blue sky above, for walls 
the grand old oaks with their beautiful 
moss-drapery,—but the dampness of the 
ground made it unsafe for us to continue 
the experiment. 

At a later period, during a few days’ 
visit to some friends living on the Milne 
Plantation, then the head-quarters of the 
First South-Carolina, which was on pick- 
et-duty at Port-Royal Ferry, we had an 
opportunity of seeing something of Port- 
Royal Island. 


through the pine barrens. 


We had pleasant rides 
Indeed, riding 
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on horseback was our chief recreation at 
the South, and we enjoyed it thorough- 
ly. The * Secesh” horses, though small, 
poor, and mean-looking, when compared 
with ours, are generally excellent for the 
saddle, well-trained and very easy. I 
remember particularly one ride that we 
e on Port-Royal Island. We 
the Barnwell Plantation, one of 
It is sit- 


The grounds are 


had whil 
visited 
the finest ces on the island. 
uated on Broad River. 
extensive, and are filled with magnifi- 
cent live-oaks, magnolias, and other trees. 
We saw one noble old oak, said to be 
Some of 


the largest on these islands. 


the branches have been cut off, but the re- 
maining ones cover an area of more than a 
hundred feet in circumference. We rode 
to a point whence the Rebels on the op- 


posite side of the river are sometimes to 


be seen But they were not visible that 
Gay ; and we were disappointed in our 
long-cherished hope of seeing a “ real 
Rebel.” On 


tion, we ro 


live leaving the planta- 
le through a long avenue of 


oaks, — the moss-hung branches forming 


a perfect arch over our heads, — and 
then for mi 
There 
April air. 
— hardly “ the 

} 


could be 


s through the pine barrens. 
the 
Only a low, faint murmur 


was an Italian softness in 
slow song of the sea’ 
The 
ground was thi kly carpeted with ferns 
We found large vio- 


lets, purple and white, and 


heard among the pines. 


of a vivid green. 
azaleas of a 
deeper pink and heavier fragrance than 
ours. It was leaving Paradise, to emerge 
from the beautiful woods upon the public 
road, — the shell-road which runs from 
Then 


tered a by-way leading to the planta- 


Beaufort to the Ferry. we en- 
tion, where we found the Cherokee rose 
in all its glory. The hedges were white 
with it; it canopied the trees, and hung 
from their branches its long sprays of 
snowy blossoms and dark, shining leaves, 
forming perfect arches, and bowers wkich 
laces for fairies to dwell 


laddened 


seemed fitting | 
How it g 
It was as if all the dark shad- 


ows that have so long hung over this 


in. our eyes and 


hearts ! 


Southern land had flitted away, and, in 


Sea Islands. G71 


this 


forth transfigured, beautified, forever- 


arment of purest white, it shone 


more. 

On returning to the house, we were 
met by the exciting news that the Rebels 
were bringing up pontoon-bridges, and 
were expected to attempt crossing over 
near the Ferry, which was only two or 
three miles from us. Couriers came in 
every few moments with various reports. 
A superintendent whose plantation was 
very near the Ferry had been watching 
through his glass the movements on the 
opposite side, and reported that the Rebels 
were gathering in large force, and evi- 
dently preparing for some kind of dem- 
onstration. 


to Beaufort 


A messenger was despatched 
for reinforcements, and for 
some time we were in a state of expect- 
ancy, not entirely without excitement, 
but entirely without fear. The officers 
evidently enjoyed the prospect of a fight. 
I should 


have the pleasure of seeing a Rebel shell 


One of them assured me that 
during the afternoon. It was proposed 
that the women should be sent into Beau- 
fort 


noble treatment we indignantly protested, 


in an ambulance; against which ig- 
and declared our intention of remaining 
at our post, if the Colonel would consent ; 
and finally, to our great joy, the best of 
colonels did consent that we should re- 
main, as he considered it quite safe for us 
todo so. Soon a light battery arrived, 
and during the evening a brisk firing was 
kept up. 


of the shells. 


We could hear the explosion 
It was quite like being in 
the war; and as the firing was princi- 
pally on our side, and the enemy was 
getting the worst of it, we rather enjoyed 
it. For a little while the Colonel read 
to us, in his spirited way, some of the 
stirring “‘ Lays of the Old Cavaliers.” 
It was just the time to appreciate them 
thoroughly, and he was of all men the fit- 


test person to read them. But soon came 


’ 


a courier, “in hot haste,” to make report 
of the doings without, and the reading 
In the midst of the fir- 
ing, Mrs. D. and I went to bed, and slept 
We learned af- 


terward that the Rebels had not intended 


was at an end. 


soundly until morning. 
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to cross over, but w attempting to 
which 


The 


om Beau- 


our boats. 


take the guns off one of 
. : : 
they had sunk a few days previous. 


timely arrival of the battery fi 
fort prevented them from accomplishing 


their purpose. 


left Oaklands, which had 


partic ular ly 


idered a 
1¢ the summer, and 
, 


ation on an- 
the island. 
a hundred 
and 


- al 
Notwithst 


not 


coni- 
and- 
even a dis- 


we have 


tant glimpse of the 
sometimes hear i tide 


there is water to be 


seen, 


hes or m rsh - ] ina, 


Mari- 


] 
Only 


] 


reminding us of the 1 outlook of 


ina in the Moated Grange, 


and rounding gray.” 


a good 
ttest weath- 


rorating 


as on seve ral oth« I 


tions, there is a “* Praise-House,” whi 


f the people. Even 


the spec ial 


property « 

in the old days of Slavery, th 

lowed to hold m« etings 

keep up the custom. 

several nights of tl 

afternoons. First, th y hold 
the ‘“ Praise-Meeting,” 

nsists of singing, i é 


We have he 


preat he rs in 


called which 


1 
ully beautiful and t 
meetings they sing only the church-hymns 
which the Northern ministers have taught 
s suited to their 
At the 
shake 


len 
soiemn 


them, and which are far | 
voices than their own close of 


the I ise-Meeting they 


with ea tl 


all hands 


h other in the most man- 
ner. Afterward, as a kind of appendix, 


they have a grand “ shout,” during which 
Maurice, an 


He has 


a remarkable voice, and sings with the 


they sing their own hymns. 


ging. 


old blind man, leads the sin 


Sea Islands. 


[ June, 


The first shout that 
Praise - House 


pre ssed us very much. The large, cloomy 


greatest enthusiasm 


we witnessed in the im- 


room, with its blackened walls, —the wild, 


whirling dance of the shouters,—the crowd 


cer faces gathered around,—the 


of dark. e 
firure of the old blind man, whose excite- 


ld hardly be controlled, and 


and gestures while 


and over all, the 


» mine.! r hi 
pine - Knot, wii 


of the room, 


these all formed a wild, ange, and deep- 


ly impressiv soon to be for- 
gotten. 

Maurice’s especi avorite is one of 
the grandest hymns that we have yet 


he ard 


The ( h ) 


and in sing! 


| sound, 
voice of old Maurice 
rings out in 


like tones. Hi 


lerfully clear, trumpet- 
blindness was caused by 
cad fron 

his 
of anger. “I feel great distress when I 
blind,” said Maurice 


1; and eber 


a blow on the 1 a loaded whip. 


He was master in a fit 
becom “but den 
I went to seek de Lor since 
I know I see in de next world, I always 
hab great satisfaction.” We told 
that the master was not a “ hard man ” 


are 


except when in a passion, and then he 
} 


seems to have been very cruel. 


One of the women on the place, Old 


3ess, bears on her limbs many marks of 
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of the scars are three 
¢. She was used prin- 
-servant. Sl 


| put cow- 
I 


beatin’ and 
Hab all kinds o’ 


Gg fof children | 


One person could n’t git 


so it go wrong, 


work, 


Bess’s master sinks 
compared with 

kedness of anotl 

island as 


over the i 
nere ol be 

cruelty and lice ntious- 
tales of him 
We 


about 


1] 
yple tell 
were 


shudder. once 


him of an 


woman, a former slave 
1 loathing 


tly 


1 1 
hands, 


of horror and loa 


none 
had, in- 
, some 


r daughter, a you 


by his persecutions, had 


into the creek and been 


laving 


been severely beat- 


Out- 


to degrade herself. 
and black, she yet pre- 
} I But 


nonor. 
-sickening to dwell upon. 


1 
these 


are 
yws how many hundreds 
ll over the 

r record. 

e, before the summer heat 
made a 
We 


village in the morning, 


unendurable, we 


on to Edisto Island. 
“the gun-boats stationed 


and in the afternoon 
-disto in two row - boats. 


x of us, besides an oflicer 


crews, who were armed 
cutlasses. There was no 


actual but as we were going 
into the enemy’s country, we thought it 


Af- 


-d against surprises. 


Sea 


=. 
vio 


Tslands. 


a delichtful reached the 


island neat 


ter 


row, 


‘ lac 
sun a piace 


called Eddingsville, which was a favorite 


resort with the aristocr 


It has 
Along the 


which must ¢ 


summer 


Edisto. a fine beach seve 
in leneth. 
row of houses, 
very desirable dwellings, 

a desolate, dismantled look. 
explored the be 1 h for m= 
and returned, reporting 
nobody to be sé 
feeling quite safi 


to gather the b 


were buried de¢ ) 


We took supper in a room of one of 
the deserted houses, using for seats some 
old bureau-drawers turned edgewise. Af- 


tch- 


terw urd we sat ol he pDiIazZa, W 
; low, 


lightnit 
loud 


listenir g 


over sun- 
and 
of the 


house. T} 


sailors 


through 


them 


, 
had another walk 


moonignht. 


lovely 
quiet then. The de¢ p stillness 


en only by the low, musical 


the waves. The moon shone 


clear over the deserted houses 
dens, and gi them a 


ive 
more desolate look. 
We 


very unwillingly. 


went within-doors for tl night 


Having, ol 


course, no 


beds, we made ourselves as comfortable 


could on the at-cush- 
ions, blankets, and shawls. No fear of 
There was but 
y could get 


was 


we with | 


as 
Rebels disturbed us. one 
to us, and 
kept, and in case 


yuld 


have ample time to get to the boats and 


road which the 


by 
on that a watch 


of their approach, we knew we s] 


make our escape. So, despite the mos- 
quitoes, we had a sound night’s sleep. 
The 


again, and followed the course of the most 


next morning we took the boats 


winding of little creeks. In and ont, in 


and out, the boats went. Sometimes it 


seemed as if we were going into the very 





674 Life on the 
heart of the woods ; and through the deep 
silence we half expected to hear the sound 
of a Rebel rifle. The banks were over- 
hung with a thick tangle of shrubs and 
bushes, which threatened to catch our 
boats, as we passed close beneath their 
branches. In some places the stream was 
so narrow that we ran aground, and then 
the men had to get out, and drag and 
pull with all their might before we could 
After a row full of 
excitement and pleasure, we reached our 
place of destination, —the Eddings Plan- 
tation, whither some of the freedmen had 


be got clear again. 


preceded us in their search for corn. It 
must once have been a beautiful place. 
The grounds were laid out with great 
taste, 
which we noticed particularly the olean- 
der, laden with deep rose-hued and de- 


and filled with fine trees, among 


liciously fragrant flowers, and the mag- 
nolia, with its wonderful, large blossoms, 
which shone dazzlingly white among the 
We explored the 
—after it had first been examined by 
that foes lurked 


there, — but found nothing but heaps of 


dark leaves. house, 


our guard, to see no 
rubbish, an old bedstead, and a bathing- 
tub, of which we afterward made good 
When we 


we found that the tide had gone out, and 


use. returned to the shore, 
between us and the boats lay a tract of 
marsh-land, which it would have been im- 
The 
But 
In this dilemma 


possible to cross without a wetting. 
gentlemen determined on wading. 
what were we to do? 
somebody suggested the bathing -tub, 
a suggestion which was eagerly seized 
upon. We were placed in it, one at 
a time, borne aloft in triumph on the 
shoulders of four stout sailors, and safe- 
ly deposited in the boat. But, through a 
mistake, the tub was not sent back for 
two of the ladies, and they were brought 
over on the crossed hands of two of the 
sailors, in the “ carry -a- lady -to- Lon- 
don” style. Again we rowed through the 
windings of the creek, then out into the 
open sea, among the white, exhilarating 
breakers,—reached the gun-boat, dined 
again with its hospitable officers, and then 
returned to our island, which we reached 


Sea Islands. [ June, 


after nightfall, feeling thoroughly tired, 
but well pleased with our excursion. 
From what we saw of Edisto, howev- 
er, we did not like it better than our own 
island, — except, of course, the beach ; 
told that farther in the in- 
The 
freed people, who left it at the time 
of its evacuation, think it the loveliest 


but we are 


terior it is much more beautiful. 


place in the world, and long to return. 
When we were going, Miss T.—the much- 
loved and untiring friend and physician 


of the people—asked some whom we met 


if we should give their love to Edisto. 
* Oh, yes, yes, Miss!” they said. 


'» 


Edisto a beautiful city ! 


“ Ah, 
And when we 
eame back, they inquired, eagerly, — 
“ How like Edisto? How Edisto 


stan’?” Only the fear of again falling 


you 


into the hands of the ‘“* Secesh” prevents 
them from returning to their much-loved 


home. 


As the summer advanced, the heat be- 
came intense. We found it almost over- 
powering, driving to school near the mid- 
dle of the day, as we were obliged to do. 
I gave up riding, and mounted a sul- 
ky, such as a single gentleman drives in 


at the North. 


and I found it no small task to mount up 


It was exceedingly high, 


into it. Its already very comical appear- 
ance was enhanced by the addition of a 
cover of biack India-rubber cloth, with 
which a friend kindly provided me. Thus 
looked like the skeleton of 


some strange creature surmounted by a 


adorned, it 


huge bonnet, and afforded endless amuse- 
ment to the soldiers we chanced to meet, 
who hailed its appearance with shouts of 
laughter, and cries of “* Here comes the 
Calithumpian!” This unique vehicle, 
with several others on our island, kindred, 
but not quite equal to it, would create 
a decided sensation in the streets of a 
Northern city. 

No description of life on these islands 
would be complete without a word con- 
cérning the fleas. They appeared at the 
opening of spring, and kept constantly 
“ yisin’,” as the people said, until they 
reached a height the possibility of which 
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we had never conceived. 
of fleas. 


them 


We had heard 
and read We had never real- 
ized Words utterly fail 
to describe the tortures we endured for 


before. 


months from these horrible little tyrants. 
Remembering our sufferings “ through 
weary day and weary night,” we warn 
everybody not gifted with extraordinary 
powers of endurance to beware of a sum- 
mer on the Sea Islands. 
Notwithstanding the heat, we deter- 
mined to celebrate the Fourth of July as 
worthily as we could. The freed people 
and the children of the different schools 
assembled in the grove near the 


Church. 


road, between two magnificent live-oaks, 


saptist 


The flag was hung across the 


and the children, being grouped under 


it, sang “The Star-Spangled Banner” 


with much spirit. Our good General 
could not com 


by Mr. P.,- 


the movement 


, but addresses were made 
the noble-hearted founder of 
for the benefit of the peo- 
ple here, and from first to last their stanch 
and much-loved friend,— by Mr. L., a 
young colored minister, and others. Then 
the people sang some of their own hymns ; 
sounded with the grand 
of “ Roll, Jordan, 


and the woods r 


notes roll.” They 


all afterward partook of refreshments, 


consisting of molasses and water, — a 


very great luxury to them, —and hard- 
tack. 


Among the 


visitors 


the 
noble young Colonel Shaw, whose regi- 


present was 


ment was then stationed on the island. 


We had 


1 
when he came 


met him a few nights before, 
to our house to witness 
one of the people’s shouts. We looked up- 
on him with the deepest interest. There 
was something in his face finer, more ex- 
quisite, than one often sees in a man’s 
face, yet it was full of courage and de- 
The rare and singular charm of 
He 


was deeply interested in the singing and 


cision. 


his manner drew all hearts to him. 


appearance of the people. A few days af- 
terwards we saw his regiment on dress-pa- 
rade, and admired its remarkably fine and 
manly appearance. After taking supper 
with the Colonel we sat outside the tent, 


while some of his men entertained us 


Se a 
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with excellent singing. Every moment 
we became more and more charmed with 
him. How full of life and hope and lof- 
ty aspirations he was that night! How 
eagerly he expressed his wish that they 
might soon be ordered to Charleston! “I 
do hope they will give us a chance,” he 
said. It was the desire of his soul that 
his men should do themselves honor, — 
that they should prove themselves to an 
unbelieving world as brave soldiers as 
And for 
himself, he was like the Chevalier of old, 


“ without reproach or fear.” 


though their skins were white. 


After we 
had mounted our horses and rode away, 
we seemed still to feel the kind clasp of 
his hand, — to hear the pleasant, genial 
tones of his voice, as he bade us good- 
bye, and hoped that we might meet 
We 


In two short 


again. never saw him afterward 


the 
massacre at Fort Wagner, and the beau- 


weeks came terrible 
tiful head of the young hero and martyr 
Never shall 
we forget the heart-sickness with which 
we heard of his death. We could not 


realize it at first, — we, who had seen him 


was laid low in the dust. 


so lately in all the strength and glory of 
his young manhood. For days we clung 
to a vain hope; then it fell away from 
We 
knew that he died gloriously, but still 
Our hearts bled 
for the mother whom he so loved, — for 
And then 
now, —“ God com- 


us, and we knew that he was gone. 
it seemed very hard. 


the young wife, left desolate. 
we said, as we say 


fort them! He only can.” During a 
few of the sad days which followed the 
attack on Fort Wagner, I was in one 
of the hospitals of Beaufort, occupied 
with the wounded soldiers of the Fifty- 
Fourth Massachusetts. The first morn- 
ing was spent in mending the bullet- 
What 
Some of the jackets 
of the poor fellows were literally cut in 


holes and rents in their clothing. 
a story they told ! 
pieces. It was pleasant to see the brave, 
cheerful spirit among them. Some of 
them were severely wounded, but they 
uttered no complaint ; and in the letters 
which they dictated to their absent friends 
there was no word of regret, but the same 
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cheerful tone throughout. They express- 


ed an eager des t well, that they 
might “go at it again.” Their attach- 
ment to their young colonel was beautiful 

rh y felt his death dk eply One 


ill united in the warmest and 
ise of him. He 


} 
the 


most 


person 
i 


le voti yn 


had la 
I think they truly appr« 

greatness of the sacrifice. May they ev 
prove worth "such ; - ! Al 
they, a i l 
as well, | : shown that t 
has 1 ions of color. 
e long - oppres 
s are demonstt 
pacity for improvement in 
W hat they have ac 


short 


irning and 
labor. ymplished in 


one 


pect 


through 


illo! 


We cann 


final and entirs 


A FAST-DAY 
I. 
CoLoNeE! 
all good an 
mother - 
For, if there 
known mot 
dise of virtuous Yankees, i 
a few city-bucks of mongrel cas 
the Promised L: 
genuine representative of 
Whatever we 


lately, — and I confess there 


land must be 


may have felt 
times when the declaration of 


Faw-Fum giant of nursery 


seemed to be of a moral and praisewor- 


A Fast- Day 


AT 


[ June, 


ance, so long and often so hopelessly 
I 3 


prayed for, has at length begun to dawn 


upon this much-enduring race. An old 


} 
one aay, 


freedman said to me : 
me suffer long time, Miss. ’Peared 
like we nebbe r was owine 
jut now we 
I darkest 
know 


Him, and we 


them. 


about me, ¢ 
bre ak over t] 
sing song 


st 


FOXDEN. 


here is no doubt, that. 
of which I wri 
many ratherish- 
t our countrv-towns. 
‘e the nearest ter- 
Islands 
Past 
ceased to thrust 
Was not 


hunting - ground 


to the 


of the est. | ut the massive 


Colonel Prowley never 


ndrils. 


his epistol ry Great 
Britain a gen 
where 


game umage might be 


ted ? t family-connection 
with Sir Walter Raleigh (whose name 
should be written Praleigh, a common 


corruption of “ Prowley” in the six- 
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usceptible of 
t 

ere were, in fact, 

| 


ing ancestor or 


snown 


on to bestow. 


Most 


a rubpicub 


mordial in question, af- 


investigation 


-dules archives, 
I say, 
a tong-tost cousin. 

<d, had 


and * Praley,” 


Joseph Barley, 
anciently 


Having arrived at 
Sir Joseph conjectured that 
Proley might have dropped 
Colonel 
lis progenitor, the Puri- 


Now 


cht, for, as 


his name, and the 
that hi 
it have put one into his. 


Ao , 
r which was ri 


rly underscored in one of 


tters from Foxden, “ upon ¢ ither 


the clear 
lew 
ishme1 1e present 


two 


lationship of the Barleys 
ld England to the Prowleys of New 


Englar l was 


is, the re 


positively established.” 


And so Sir Joseph Barley was dead ! 
d, when the f 

was abruptly announ 

chirography of my o 

to prevent a ¢ 


sque irom ming Ing 


chimney- 
, had given me 
he outw 


bulky figure, clad in oflicial robes 
gh Senior Governour, that weighty 
he Sextons which dangled from 
those impressive spectacles with 
sses cut in pa bove 


full-blown face b 
yur Ameri 


*heebus from 


an rudeness 
reco] 1 
British Sik 
| these th ne 


dividualized 


seph Barley, be 


s, which 

the natural body 

ispensed with 
such 


No answel! 
} + 


orim tacts, that one 


* more hi: * vone over to the ma- 
and that the living minority got 
r y without him. Com- 


cht the news I was begged 
approaching Fast - Day in 
} { sil 


a 


nothing had happened. 
ason, so I was assured, was unusu- 
} 


le in the air; more- 


services at the Ortho- 
, by extraordinary favor, 

Colonel’s 

ents, no less a man than the distinguish- 
ed Dr. Burge, 
A noble 
land clergy was this Dr. Burge. 


hel ] 


neid the 


Boston correspond- 


was to preach the sermon. 
spe imen of our New - Eng- 
He 
old creed-formulas through which 
Wilson and Mather declared their faith, 
yet warmed them into ruddy life by what- 
ever fire the last transcendental Prome- 
theus or Comte-devoted scientist filched 
A good 


diner-out, a good visitor among the poor. 


from aérial or material heaven. 


His parishioners supplied him with a 
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wood- fire, a saddle-horse, and, it was 
maliciously said, a boxing- master ; and 
he, on his part,—so ran the idle rumor 
of the street,—covenanted never to call 
upon them for cod-liver oil, Bourbon 
In his 
majestic presence there was a total im- 
The 


full powers of manner and tone, of pause 


whiskey, or a tour to Europe. 
pression sanative to body and soul. 


and emphasis, were at his command. 
He would 
house as effective as choir, organ, and 
full cathedral- 
I was glad to learn that this 
stalwart servant of the Word would be at 
Foxden. 


rise in a shingled meeting- 


sacerdotal vestments in 


service. 


He had formerly been well ac- 
quainted with the Reverend Charles Clif- 
ton, late pastor of a church in that place. 
He might deal wisely with the evil intel- 
ligence, or, possibly, the infatuated ego- 
tism, which controlled that unfortunate 
man. Dr. Burge would possess his soul 
in calmness in presence of the singular 
epidemic which was then running through 
Foxden, as it had previously run through, 
and run out of, other river-towns. 

And now it has come in my way to 
that 


phantoms and their attendant seers, psy- 


speak of strange murmuring of 
chometers, and dactylomancers, which 
in these latter days has revived among 
us. And what I may have to say about 
what is called Spiritualism will reflect 
actual observations. I do not forget that 
to the advocacy of the “ New Dispensa- 
tion” are devoted many men of earnest- 
ness and a few of ability. It is possible 
that the facts they build upon may ren- 
der mine exceptional and unimportant. 
What is here set down is but a trifling 
contribution to that mass of human tes- 
timony and human opinion from which 
the truth must be finally elicited. 

Mr. Stellato had been celestially com- 
missioned to Barnum the spirits in their 
Foxden exhibitions. Two years previ- 
ously this gentleman was to be seen at 
the head of a fanatical and tumultuary 
offshoot from a cause the most humane 
and noble. He had done whatever his 
slender abilities permitted to bring in- 
to discredit large-hearted and devoted 


A Fast-Day at Foxden. 


[June, 


men and women whom history will hon- 
orably remember as New - England Re- 
formers. gut to lead anything on a 
large scale, without a continual winding- 
up by his companion, the fibrous Mrs. 
Romulus, was beyond the crassitude of 
Stellato’s had 
come to pass that this acidulated lady, 


essaying fresh flurries of progression, dis- 


pursy nature. Now it 


covering higher passional affinities and 
new duties of demolition, proving that in 
Church and State every brick was loose 
and every timber rotten, testifying ever 
to the existence of a certain harmonial 
mortar by which the rubbish of a de- 
molished civilization could be rebuilt in- 
to unexceptionable forms, — it happened 
that this woman, having towered for one 
proud moment at the very apex of her 
mission, slipped suddenly into the Rom- 
ish communion, and was no more seen 
of men. Stellato, perceiving that the 
peculiar machinery he had been taught 
to manage was now out of repair and 
impracticable, looked about for some 
new invention whereby to gain a live- 
lihood from the credulity of his neigh- 
bors. ‘* The spirits,” then at the height 
of their profit and renown, were adapt- 
ed to his purpose. A blank and vacant 
mind was freely offered to any power of 
earth or air which would condescend to 


And so Mr. Stel- 


enter and possess it. 


iato, with his three parts knavery and 


two parts delusion, became a popular and 
successful ghost-monger. 

The parsonage had been closed since 
Charles Clifton terminated his connec- 
tion with the parish two years before. 
The newest lights of the Liberal per- 
suasion, fledglings from divinity-schools, 
youths of every possible variety of creed 
and no creed, had by turns occupied the 
vacant pulpit. The Gospel vibrated at 
all points between the interpretations of 
Calvin and Strauss. The congregation 
grew more and more critical, and could 
agree upon no candidate for settlement. 
They demanded the respectability of be- 
lief with the showy talents of skepticism, 
— an impossible combination, at least for 
a parish which offered only eight hundred 
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dollars and a decrepit house. At length 
Colonel Prowley took a pew in the Or- 
thodox Church ; 


arrangement, he 


it was a temporary 
said, to be terminated 


be 


whenever a settled minister should 
provided for the First Parish. 

The Reverend Charles Clifton seldom 
left the rooms which he had taken in a 
farmer’s family on the outskirts of the 
town. We have seen how this man had 
once believed that Providence had called 
him to an exceptional and brilliant des- 
tiny. The total renouncement of what 
once glowed as a mission requires a stur- 


dy nature and plenty of active work. 


Clifton possessed an exceeding suscepti- 


bility of nervous organization ; he was full 
of subtile intimations of what was passing 
in the minds of other men, and at times 
seemed to have a strange power of con- 
trolling them. The deep passion for 
metaphysical knowledge, which in his 
youth had been kindled, was stifled, but 
never over Wifeless, childless, he 
was put under no bonds to struggle with 
the world. He knew the coldness of the 


church in which he had been ordained 


ome. 


to minister. the hard and dreary lives 
of those whom he had undertaken to il- 
But he made the fatal mistake 
— inexcusable, 


lumine. 
it would seem, in a man 
of his liberal nurture —of supposing that 
this world’s evil was owing to the ab- 
sence of right opinion, and not of right 
feeling. It is to be feared that it was not 
principle, but only a paroxysm of cow- 
ardice, which caused Clifton to bury Van- 
nelle’s legacy in the Mather Safe. At all 
events, the minister found himself unable 
to dismiss a certain thin a1.1 impalpable 
fantasy which lingered behind that pon- 
derous speculation of an all-embracing 
philosophy For the past two years he 
had fitfully sought, 
ed 


through the 


ly or rather persuad- 
himself that he sought, some clue 
sad labyrinth of his fate. 
He had indulged in the most morbid con- 
ditions of his physical organism; there 
was neither steadiness in his purpose nor 
firmness in his action. He yearned for 
that proximity to hidden things, which, 
if not forbidden to all men, yet is dan- 
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gerous to most men. At length he suc- 
ceeded in freeing his soul from the weight 
of conscious intellectual life which had 
And 


while the Foxden people were wonder- 


become too heavy for it to bear. 


ing about the occupation of a late pastor 
in one of their churches, and inquiring 
of each other whether he would again 
speak before them, their gossiping solici- 
Printed 


show-bills were posted about the streets : 


tude was suddenly set at rest. 


“Grand Festival of Spiritualists at the 
Town Hall.” “The Reverend Charles 
Clifton will speak” —a line of largest 
type gloated upon the scandal —‘* IN A 
TRANCE -STATE.” 

a | really ought to apologize,” said 
Colonel Prowley, upon opening the hall- 
door for my admittance, on the afternoon 
of the second Wednesday in April, and 
this after repeated summons had been 
sounded by the brazen knocker,—* I ought 
to apologize for keeping you here so long ; 
but there has been so much knocking 
about the house of late, and our cook and 
housemaid having turned out to be such 
excellent mediums, taking just as much 
interest in their circle down-stairs as we 
do in ours in the parlor, and then Mrs. 
Colfodder being so positive that it was 
either Sir Joseph Barley or Roger Wil- 
liams, —though I am sure neither of them 
ever knocked half so satisfactorily before, 
and besides ” 

“My dear Sir,” interrupted I, “no 


excuse is necessary. I have seen enough 


of ‘the spirits’ to know how they put aside 
I should have ac- 
companied Dr. Burge to the hotel, had I 
anticipated disturbing the circle which, I 


all conventionalities. 


infer, is at present in session.” 

‘You would have grieved me very 
much by doing so,” rejoined the kind 
old gentleman. “ Dr. Burge dines with 
me to-morrow, and I confess — not yet 
calling myself a convert to these miraeles 
which are now vouchsafed in Foxden — 
it would not be amiss to rid my premises 
of the amiable magicians congregated in 
my parlor before a minister were invit- 
ed to enter. But a layman, as I take it, 
might witness these thaumaturgical mat- 
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ters without scandal, 


you may help me to that wholesome cre- 


nay, perchance 


dence in their reality which my celestial 
visitants so unceasingly demand.” 

Colonel Prowley was in the state of 
mind not unusual to many well-meaning, 
unoce upic d peopl , whe n this modern nec- 


was thrust upon 


pecuniarily or socially 


romancy them by those 
interested in its 
advocacy 


that dark 


The upheaval to the air of 
inward nature which is ever 
working in us, the startling proof of 
that loudly proclaimed, faintly realized 
that 


truth, this mind, so pervading ev- 


ery fibre of the body. is vet separate in 


the 


its essence, novel rl itification of 


the pet stionings 


y vanities and petty que 


whi h beset undecide d men, what won- 
der that persons not accustomed to sound 
analysis of evidence should be beguiled by 
these subtilest adaptations to their con- 
and hold dalliance 


ble shades that imposture or 


ditions, with the fee- 
enthusiasm 
vended about the towns ? 


Historical per- 
sonages—a nerveless mimicry of the con- 


ventional stage-representation of them— 


stalked the Colonel’s parlor. Departed 
friends, Indi local celeb- 
rities, De » in the year 90 
took the ten first 
Turnpike, the very Pelatiah Brimble from 
‘¢ Brimble’s C 


the identical Timson forever 


ins a 

won Golly, wh ‘ 
shares in the Wrexford 
had taken its 


whom orner ” 


name, im- 
mortal in “ Timson’s Common,” — these 
defunct worthies were audibly, visibly , or 
tangibly present, pecking at great sub- 
jects in ghostly feebleness, swimming in 


Tupperie dilutions of cheapest wisdom, 


and finally inducing in their patrons 
strange derangements of mind and body. 

The circle, which was vi ry select, con- 
sisted of three highly sus eptible ladies 


Miss 


Turligood, a sort of Oroveso to the Druid- 


and Stellato as medium - in - chief. 


ical chorus, was a muscular spinster, fierce 
and forty, sporting steel spectacles, a fri- 
zette of the most scrupulous honesty, and 
a towering comb which formed what the 
landscape-gardeners call “ an object ” in 
the distance. 


dy, with fat hands sprawled upon the ta- 


Next this commanding la- 


ble, sat Mrs. Colfodder, widow, according 
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to the flesh, of a respectable Foxden gro- 
cer. By later spiritual communications, 
however, it appeared that matters stood 


very differently ; l 


for no sooner had the 


departed Colfodder looked about him a 
little in the world to come than he pro 
ceeded to contract marriage with Queen 
Elizabeth of England, ther by leaving hi 
mortal relict quite free to receive the a 


Lord Byron, wh 


dresses of the late 
honorable as 


Miss Bran- 


easing of the lady- 


proposals were of the most 
well as amatory character. 
ly, by far the most pl 
ole . stove - dried 


patronesses, Was a fra 


mantua - maker, and, truly, it seemed 


something like por tic justice to recom- 


her lepre ssed existen e with he 


pense 
satisfactions of a material heaven full of 
givings In marriage. 


“ Will Sir Joseph tip for 


marryings and 


Miss Turli 
fixed upon a crack in the 


table. “Will he ? 


inquired coo, wi 


. . 
novany 


Will he not? Will 


h vouchsafi 


1 no answer. 


cried 


n’t that a rap ? 6s 
whisper. 
‘ked an ear towards 

the table 

* Doctor Franklin, 
‘The Doctor 


to vive 


is that you 
promised to be present 
a scientific and philosophical view 


sized 


of these communications,” parenthe 
the interrogator. 

“ Doctor Franklin, is that you ?” 
A faint creaking is audible. 
“ Byron’s sign, as I’m a 

‘i the Widow Colfo 
* Her spi 


piritual partner and guar 
angel,” explained Miss Turligood, 


t 


ejaculated 


-and 


this for my satisfaction as the last -com- 


er. 
Direct examination 


uught your patent lyre 


'y the widow : — 
“ Have you bre 

here to-night or 

For the enlightenment of th 

pany : 


“He played the 


earth, that when he 


lyre so beautiful on 
sot to the spheres 
committee gave him a golden one, 1 

all the modern improvements.” 


Question concerning the lyre repeated. 
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A mysterious rubbing interpreted as an 
affirmative reply. 

“Have you brought Pocahontas with 
you ? (she ’most always comes with him) 
—and if so, can she kiss me to-night ?” 

The table is exceedingly doubtful. 

“ Could she k 


even pull his hair a little ? 


iss Colonel Prowley, or 
9 

No certainty of either. 

“ Can she kiss Miss Turligood ? ” 

The table is satisfied that it could n’t 
be done. 

“ Let me try her,” urged Stellato, with 
the confidence of an expert ; then in se- 
ductive tones, — 

** Could n’t Pocahontas kiss Miss Bran- 
ly, if all the lights were put out ?” 
Pocahontas thought it highly probable 
that she could. 

Here some interesting badgering. Miss 
Branly decli 
Miss Ti 
satisfactory, if she would, and could n’t 
She 


ined being kissed in the dark. 
} 


igood thought it would be very 


see why any one should object to it. 
(Miss Turligox 1d) would willingly be kiss- 
ed in the dark, or in the light, in further- 
ance of scientific investigation. 

Stellato suggested a compromise. 

“ Might not the kissing be done through 
a medium ? ” 

At first the table thought it could n’t, 
but afterwards relented, and thought it 
might. 

“ Would Pocahontas appoint that me- 
dium ?” 

She would. 

“ Should the alphabet be called ?” 

It should not. 

“* Would the table tip towards the me- 
dium indicated ?” 

It could not be 
‘** Should somebody call over the names 


done. 


of all mediums present, and would the 
table tip at the right one ?” 

Ah, that was it! 

“*] suppose you and I have no share 
in this Gift Enterprise,” whispered Col- 
onel Prowley. 

“ Order! order!” shouted Miss Turli- 
good, glancing in our direction with great 
severity. “ This general conversation can- 
not be permitted. We are about to have 
44 
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a most interesting manifestation.—Poca- 
hontas, do you wish me to call over the 
names ?” 

Pocahontas did not object. 

“ Very well, then, you will tip when I 
come to the name of the medium through 
whom you consent to kiss Miss Sarah 
Branly ?” 

Pocahontas certainly would. 

“ Ts it Mrs. Colfodder ? ” 

No reply. 

“Ts it I, Eugenia Turligood ? 

No, it certainly was not. 

“ Well, then, I suppose it must be Mr. 
Stellato !” 


Here the table was violently convuls- 


” 


ed, as if somebody were pulling it very 
hard upon Mr. Stellato’s side, 


body else holding it with rigid firmness 


and some- 


upon the other 

“ Js it Mr. Stellato ?” 

Convulsion repeated. 

“T don’t think you stopped long enough 
at Mrs. Colfodder’s 
Miss Branly. 


going to move, if you 


name,” interposed 
“T am sure the table was 
had given it time.” 

“ Nothing easier than to try again,” 
responded Miss Turligood. “Is it Mrs. 
Colfodder ? ” 

This time the table fairly sprang into 
the lap of the lady indicated. 

And so that worthy widow arose and 
saluted — or rather Pocahontas, through 
her mediumship, arose and saluted —Miss 
And the skeptie will 
please take notice that this extraordina- 


Sarah Branly. 


ry manifestation is neither enlarged nor 
magnified, but that it actually happened 
precisely as is here set down. 

After this, Mr. Stellato, being put 
under inspiration, delivered a discursive 
homily upon the “ New Dispensation ” 
which was at present vouchsafed to the 
He testified to the 
great relief of getting clear of the “ Old 


citizens of Foxden. 


Theology,” — meaning thereby such in- 
terpretations of Scripture as are held by 
the mass of our New- England churches. 
Moreover, he would announce his per- 
sonal satisfaction in having, under spir- 
itual guidance, eradicated every vestige 
of belief in hell, —a circumstance upon 
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which, it is needless to say, that a gentle- 
man of his profession might be honestly 
With a view, as I could 


not help thinking, to my peculiar neces- 


congratulated. 


sities, Stellato finally enlarged upon what 
he termed “4 the principle of the thing,” 
or, as he otherwise phrased it, “ a scientif- 
ic explanation of the way the spirits work- 
ed mediums,” — “ and 


” 
sperrets “ mee- 


jums” according to celestial pronuncia- 
tion, but I am loath to disturb the carnal 
orthography. This philosophical exposi- 
tion, drawled forth in interminable sen- 
tences, was a dark doctrine to the unin- 
itiated. There was a good deal about 
- Essences,” which, at times, seemed to 
relate to the perfumery vended in the 
fancy-department of apothecaries’ shops, 
and then again to some obscure matters 
of “ Zones,” “ Interiors,” “ Magnetic Re- 
lations,” and the like. The central rev- 
elation, if I remember rightly, had to do 
with a sort of putty, by which, according 
tothe Stellato cosmogony, Chaos had been 
This ad- 
hesive composition was known as “ De- 
tached Vitalized Electricity.” And hav- 


ing got upon this sounding title, which 


stuck together into a Universe. 


eonveyed no meaning whatever to the 
“ undeveloped” understanding, Stellato 


This De- 
tached Vitalized Electricity, spread out 


was profuse in windy talk. 


over space, connected the parts of all 
that 


stant in the form of “‘ power” about Miss 


systems; it appeared at very in- 
Turligood’s head ; in short, it diluted all 
stray bits of modern rhetoric, all explod- 
ed feats of ancient magic, into the thin- 
nest of spiritual gruel, which was to super- 
sede the strong meat upon which the Pu- 
ritan walked before his M iker. 
Somebody summoned the eminent Twy- 
nintuft. Like every spirit that was ever 
ealled for, this ex-elocutionist happened 
to be within a few seconds’ flight of the 
circle, and had nothing in the world to 
do but to swoop down and tip as long as 
the company could possibly endure him. 
The following information was elicited 
by affirmative or negative replies to the 
interrogatories of those present :— 


The spirit communicating was Twy- 
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nintuft, grandfather to Mrs. Widesworth. 
Was unable to give his Christian name. 
Thought Mrs. Colfodder’s lungs in a 
healthy condition. Could not undertake 
to move the table when no hands were 
upon it. If the room were made totally 
dark, would attempt that curious experi- 
Was unable to ceive the maiden 
Thought Mr. 


: : Re ‘ 
Stellato was a healing-medium of great 


ment. 
name of his earthly wife. 
power. Had been something of a Root- 
Doctor when in the body, and would 
gladly prescribe through that gentleman 
for the cure of all diseases. Considered 
mineral medicines destructive to the vital 
principle. Doctor Dastick, being a drug- 
doctor, would not be recognized by any 
medical association in the spheres. Would 
give any information about the fixed stars. 
he inhabitants of the Milley Way tele- 
graphed to each other Dy means of the 
Detached Vitalized Electricity. Also, 
they bottled up the hu- 


same to cure 
mors. Would privately impart their reci- 
pe to Mr. Stellato. It could not be af- 
forded upon this earth at less than three 
dollars a bottle. Would, however, author- 
ize an exception in favor of clergymen, 
when they gave certificates of cures. The 
spirits did not recognize Fast-Day, — it 
was a remnant of the Old Mythological 
teligion. Demanded further investiga- 


tion, and promised greater marvels in 
future. 


Here Miss Turligood became violently 


convulsed, and, having slapped the table 


some forty times or more, seized a pencil 


and began to write : — 


“Dear PrRow ey, — Surrounded by 


a bank of silver-tunicked attendants, I 


hover near you. The atmosphere is redo- 


lent of costly herbs, which, with the well- 


known rotary motion of the earth, impart 
density and spacefulness to our spheral 
persons: this is the phil sophy of our 
presence. Many shining friends, sup- 


ed pillars, 


ported 


I 
this evening. 


upon flut are with you 
These grieve at your lack 
of faith, and flap gol | bespattered wings 
in unison. Spherically yours, 


“Srr Joseru BARLEY.” 
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“ Why does he sign himself Sir?” in- 
quired Colonel Prowley, rather taken 
aback at the sudden termination of this 
exquisite composition. 

It was evidently an oversight, for the 
medium’s hand erased the offending title. 

“When did Sir Joseph die ?” I ven- 
tured to ask. 

“ That I cannot tell you,” replied his 
late correspondent. ‘I have heard noth- 
ing from him for several months. When 
he last wrote, he was suffering under a 
severe influenza which must have termi- 
nated fatally. But why not ask him the 
question ?” 

“ That is just my purpose. — Sir Jo- 
seph Barley, can you give me the date 
of your death ?” 

“Tt is hard for spirits to give num- 
bers,” said Mr. Stellato. 

“Tt is sometimes done by tips,” quoth 
Miss Turligood. 

I pressed the demand, and, after much 
cajoling and counting, a certain day of 
March was fixed upon. 

“Can you give me the place ?” 

I was instructed to call over the names 
of such foreign cities as 1 might remem- 
ber, and assured that Sir Joseph would 
tip at the right one. 

It turned out to be “ London.” 

“And now, Sir Joseph, could you 
oblige me with the name of the physician 
who attended your last sickness ?” 

But no sooner had I propounded this 
final query than Mr. Stellato declared his 
consciousness of a skeptical influence in 
the company which would go far to im- 
Where peo- 
ple were not harmonial, he explained, 
the Detached Vitalized Electricity be- 
ing unable to unite with the Imponder- 


pede other manifestations. 


able Magnetic Fluid given off by medi- 
ums, satisfactory results could not be ob- 
tained. 

“ But we have at least obtained this 
satisfaction,” said I, addressing Colonel 
Prowley: “Sir Joseph has committed 
himself about the day and place of his 
decease. You must soon hear from some 
member of his family. If these particu- 
lars have been correctly given, there wil 
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be, at least, the beginning of evidence up- 
on which to establish his identity.” 

Mrs. Colfodder was so shocked with the 
perversity of unbelief which she detected 
in this harmless remark, that, nudging 
Miss Branly, she solemnly arose and mov- 
ed to break up the circle for the night. 
And as it was already past nine o’clock, 
no violent objection was made to the 
proposition. 

“ The circle will meet in this place to- 
morrow morning at eight o’clock, for the 
pursuance of further investigations,” pro- 
claimed Miss Turligood, in sonorous ac- 
cents. 

“ Fast-Day, Madam,” mildly suggest- 
ed Colonel Prowley. 

“The spirits do not recognize Fast- 
Day. 
this place. 
tual. 


tions W ill then be favorable 


To-morrow at eight o’clock. In 
Let every medium be punc- 
It is to be hoped that the condi- 


This latter aspiration, with its feminine 
redundancy of emphasis, was cast in my 
direction, as Miss Turligood swept haugh- 
tily from the room. 

Her final exit, however, was neither 
curt nor in any way effective. For it 
was no easy matter to gather up the bags, 
parcels, shawls, and other devices which 
the good lady had brought with her and 
One India- 
rubber shoe in particular eluded our 


scattered about the entry. 


search, till I was ready to admit the sup- 
position that the spirits had carried it 
off, as entirely reasonable and satisfac- 
tory. A good-natured Irishman, servant 
to Miss Turligood, who had come with 
a lantern to see her home, at length dis- 
covered this missing bit of apparel up- 
on Miss Branly’s foot, — that medium, as 
it appeared, having in a fit of abstraction 
appropriated three. 


Fin ally the lan- 


tern glimmered down the gravel-walk, 
and Mr. Stellato, with a lady upon each 
arm, was persuaded to follow it. It was 
waking from a nightmare to get rid of 
them. 

‘¢ Over at last!” exclaimed Miss Prow- 
ley, when we returned to the drawing- 
room. She had been sitting in silence 


in an obscure corner, and I had scarcely 
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realized her presence. “ Over at last! 


and of all fatiguing and unprofitable em- 
ployments that the folly of man ever de- 
vised, this triflir 
the chief.” 


** Nay, my dear,” urged the brother, 


with spirits is certainly 


in his placid way, “ these good people 
who have fastened themselves upon us 
seem so anxious to continue the investi- 
ration that I cannot find it in my heart 


to refuse them. I did wish, to be sure, 


that we might have our Fast-Day in 
quiet; but Miss Turligood, who knows 


much more about the matter than we 


do, thinks the spirits would not like it, 
did, 


absent ourselves from the sitting long 


if we and so—although we will 
enough to go to church — we must real- 
ly make the best of it, and receive the 
circle.” 

“You speak like a believer, Colonel 
Prowley,” I said. 

** No, not quite that,” re plied the old 
gentleman, — “ yet, truly, I sometimes 
hardly know why I am not. The knock- 


ings alone are quite inexplicable; and 


I 
when it comes to a fiery hand ringing the 
dinner - bell, which Stellato can show in 


the dark —— 


munications from distinguished 


Besides, there are the com- 
charac- 
ters, many of them so very important and 
interesting. To be sure, my poor cous- 
in Barley did not do himself justice this 


] 


evening, though some of his ideas were 


very poetical ; but, really, the other night, 
when he told us how much the Royal 
Sextons were thought of in the spheres, 
and repeated that very high compliment 
which Thomas Herne paid to my family- 
history, it all seemed so marvellous, and 
yet 


subscribing pretty handsomely to 


so natural, that I could not help 
the 
cause.” 

** And one of the privileges that your 
ubseription has gone to purchase I am 
yet to enjoy. Dr. Burge wished me to 
visit, in his company, your former pastor, 
Mr. Clifton,—and we must look for him, 
as I see, at the Spiritualists’ Festival in 
the Town Hall.” 

“Sad! sad!” cried Colonel Prowley, 
thoughtfully chewing upon my remark. 
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“Tt is an abiding shame for a minister 
of the gospel to meddle with these things, 
except, possibly, in the way of exorcism. 
Truly, a deep humiliation has fallen vp- 


on the town.’ 

And the chagrin of this respected gen- 
tleman was wholly sincere. The Puri- 
tanical distinction between clergy and 
laity had scarcely faded in his mind. 
The pastor of the First Church had be- 
longed to a cherished class, —a class 
whose moral and intellectual consequence 
must be maintained by avoidance of all 
dangerous inquiries, common interests, 
amusements. A minister 


and secular 


attending a Jenny - Lind Charity -Con- 
cert in a play-house, or leading armed 
men in the most sacred cause for which 
blood might 


be shed.— what of- 


have 


human 


fences would these been to this 
titular Colonel of Foxden, who had won 
his honors by a six-months’ finery and 
dining as aide-de-camp to some forgotten 
Governor ! 


“I fear I shall not be back before 


wish to close the 


you 
——— 

*“* Never mind, you remember the old 
| 


ey under the scra- 


arrangement: door - 
I the 


per, — light ing in drawing- 
room.” 


With hearty thanks I 


keep my appointment with Dr. Burge. 


went forth to 


Ii. 


THE narrative here takes us to a por- 
tion of the shadowy perturbation which 
any who have turned these pages as a 
fictitious rendering of the grotesque in 

Only 


a mortifying, though perchance salutary, 


experience will do well to omit. 


sense of human infirmity comes from be- 
holding one set over the people as in- 
and counsellor j 


tercessor struggling in 


the meshes of that snare which the En- 


emy had spread for the undisciplined and 


wandering multitude. No, not even strug- 
‘hat Clifton had fought 
through solitary days against the wretch- 


cling now. 


ed enervation which invited him, I had 
But he had dared to 
tamper with the normal functions of 


reason to know. 
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mind and body, to try fantastic tricks 
with that mysterious agent through which 
the healthy will commands the organism. 
And when the mental disorder, mocked 
at and preached against in happier years, 
at length ran through Foxden, the mor- 
bid condition of 
l 


his system was power- 
ess to resist the contagion. 

And let us not overlook the fact that 
in these manifestations there was to be 
1 a palpable reality, a positive mar- 
vel, well calculated to lay hold of a skep- 
His early 

he ‘Transcendentalists had under- 
mined h i 


wa 11°44 
like Clifton. 


associations 
. 8 1] 1 

in all popular presen- 
But his pecu- 
liarly emotional nature could never dwell 


in that haz f 


tations of Christianity. 


siness of opinion upon august 


which sounder men among 
cheer- 


While 


sought a position of in- 


hren made out to live 
fully and 
Clifton m: 


telligence 


1 . 1 
work vigorously. 


l satisfaction beyond the 


reach of humanity, the necessary ab- 


straction enlarged and stimulated his 
reasoning powers. 


to be 


from its te 


But the penalty was 


with terrible recoil 


paid. For 


ision his mind contracted to 


han normal limits. Then came 

ess vacuity, a tawdry dreaminess. 

And this poor minister, who flattered him- 

had outgrown every grace- 

hing form with which human 

iman infirmity had clothed 

stumbled amid the 

ete heathenism, with its 

Sibylline contortions and tripod-respon- 

» best minds of Pagan civili- 

zation found no difficulty in pronouncing 
a delusion and a lie. 

I knew Dr. 


most usefi 


Burge for one of those 
ul instructors who will patient- 
ly examine with the intellect what the 
He 


assailed 


instinct teaches them to condemn. 
seldom helped the doctrine he 
by denying it such facts as were true 
He 
had cheerfully accepted whatever re- 


proach came 


and such attractions as were real. 


to him from frequenting 
circles in the attempt to see the mys- 
yoint of view. 


tery from the believers’ 


: 
I 
I was not surprised at finding him upon 
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one of the back benches in the Town 
Hall. 

“Nothing noteworthy,” he said, as I 
joined him. “ Only women have spoken, 
— the excited nervous system careering 
without restraint, — no spirits yet.” 

*“ They pretend inspiration, I 
pose.” 

“ Oh, yes; and it is not surprising that 
semi - educated people, ignorant ot anai- 
ogous phenomena, should take the omne 
ignotum pro magnifico.” 

“Yet you are said to be a believer 
in the possession which the mediums 
claim ?” 

“ Certainly,” replied Dr. Burge, “and 
to just this extent : — I do not doubt the 
possibility of intercourse between man 
and the lower grades of immaterial lite, 
and I am willing to adopt this hypothe- 
sis to explain any occur where the 
That, in 
such may be the most simple and natu- 


facts demand it. rare 


cases, 
ral supposition, I readily admit. The or- 
dinary performances, however, may be 
accounted for without calling in god or 
demon to untie the knot.” 

I remarked that Mr. Clifton was not 
to be seen upon the platform. 

‘He is kept out of the way until the 
last, — in the Selectmen’s Room, as I am 
told, and alone.” 

‘*]T fear all appeal would now be in 
vain; yet, Sir, I would have 


not you 


spare an effort to awaken him to the 


peril of his course.” 

“ Let us go to him, then,” assented Dr. 
Burge. 
Select- 


men’s Room failed to suggest any excep- 


Upon common occasions, the 
tional character in its occupants. It was 
a narrow, ill-lighted, unventilated apart- 
ment, bitter with the after-taste of taxes, 
prophetically flavorous of taxes yet to 
be. Stove-accommodation beyond the 
criticism of the most fastidious salaman- 
der, a liberal sprinkling of sand with a 
view to the ruminant necessities of the 
town-patricians, two or three stiff arm- 
chairs with straws protruding from their 
well-worn cushions, intolerant benches 


for unofficial occupancy, — altogether a 
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gloomy aggregate result of the diverse 
ideals of social well-being to be found 
But 


now I recognized a new element in this 


among the inhabitants of Foxden. 


familiar chamber; a strange contagion 
hung about the walls; a something which 
imparted delicate edge to the nervous 
system was perceptible in the dry heat 
of the air. Near an oracular table, which 
bore evidence of recent manipulation, 
stood the Reverend Charles Clifton : oth- 
ers had evidently been with him before 
An oil- 


lamp sputtered feebly in the corner. The 


our entrance ; he was now alone. 


stove-devil glared at us through his one 
glazed eye, and puffed out his mephitic 
welcome as I shut the door. 

“ Clifton, my old friend !” 
Dr. 


The person addressed raised his head, 


exclaimed 
surge. 


half closed his eyes, as one who endeav- 
ors to fix objects which are flitting before 


him. It seemed necessary to withdraw. 


his inward gaze from some delicious daz- 
] 


zlement of dream-land. At last he spoke 
slowly and with effort. 


‘Burge, you here ?— and one of us?” 
“‘ Heaven forbid!” cried my compan- 
ion. ‘I but look upon these things for 


own warning, and in the 


my way of my 


duty as teacher to those who might be 
disposed to tamper with unknown pow- 
ers, within or without.” 

melt the iron links 
which gyve soul to body,” 


*“ Say, rather, to 
said Clifton, 
in constrained articulation, through which 
a moaning undertone seemed ever trying 
to be heard. “Say, rather, to produce 
a finer exaltation than wine, opium, or 
hashish, — for it is most sweet to subject 
the animal organism to the control of 
spirit-wills.” 

“A grateful doctrine to those who 
dare to substitute a morbid receptivity 
for an active endeavor !” 

“Tt is to soothe the sense - powers, so 
that others may use them to give us in- 
timations far beyond their common ca- 
pacity.” 

“¢ JT keep under my body and bring 
it into subjection,’” quoted Dr. Burge, 
emphasizing the personal pronoun. “ The 


at Foxden. 


[June, 


Apostle declares that his own immortal 
individuality alone controls his members, 
—and why ? ‘lest, when I have preach- 
ed unto others, I myself should become 
a castaway.’” 

The Doctor delivered the last sentence 
with rich cathedral - emphasis, and with 
the full unction of priestly authority. 

Clifton, or whatever vague and dusky 
power controlled him, cowered at the re- 


buke. 


he had experimented, or which he had 


The nervous energy with which 


left passive for the experiments of others, 
seemed withdrawn from his frame. 

Dr. Burge perceived his advantage, 
and continued : — 

“T speak to you, my fallen brother, as 
I cannot speak to the foolish people who 
grope in this miasma of delusion. Silly 
women, yielding to the natural vanity 
of their sex, may mistake hysterics for 
inspiration. Vacillating and vacant men 
may seek a new sensation by encourag- 
ing a revival of the demoniacal epidemics 
of heathendom. But you, who have been 
a preacher of the gospel, though, as I 
must now more than ever believe, af- 
ter a devitalized and perverted method, 
— you, to leave the honest work of a 
dweller upon earth, to chatter of immen- 
sity, to weaken the brain that it may no 
longer separate the true from the false! 
— believe me, Clifton, you have been 
bought by the shallowest promises which 
the King of Evil ever exchanged for a 
sacred and inviolable soul.” 

“You have spoken according to your 
business,” replied Mr. Clifton, impatient- 


ly. 


impossibility of spirit-intercourse since 


“You, who begin by assuming the 


Bible times, with what candor can you 
examine the facts we build upon ?” 

alk | . +} ” rae 
“IT make no such assumption,” was 
‘* Has it not 
told that ‘in the latter times some shall 


the rejoinder. been fore- 
depart from the faith, giving heed to se- 
ducing spirits and doctrines of devils’? 
Have we not aforetime been vexed with 
them in this very New England? For 
I almost justify Mather’s words, when he 
stigmatizes the necromancy of his day 
as ‘a terrible Plague of Evil Angels,’ or, 
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in still plainer speech, as ‘a prodigious 
descent of devils upon divers places near 
the centre of this Province.” And how 
better can we characterize this confused 
and distracting babblement which gives 
no good gift to man?” 


“Tt 


Clifton, advancing towards Dr. Burge, 


has given him this,” exclaimed 


and seeming for a few moments to re- 
| } 


sume Dis 010 


personality,—* it has given 


the knowledge of life to come! 
You think it, 


you do not 


him 
preach it, believe it, — but 


know it. A susceptibility to 
impressions from the inmost characters 
of men has been mine through life. It 


has been given me to pe rceive what facts 
Le) most de« ply 


adhered in the 
And I 


Burge, ministers both of your commun- 


and feel 


mental consciousness. tell you, 


ion and of mine repeat the old words of 


sublimest assurance, sway congregations 
with descriptions bright or lurid of future 
worlds, yet behind all this glowing spec ch 
and blatant confidence there has lurked, 
—oh, will you deny it?—there has 
lurked a grovelling doubt of man’s im- 
morta ity.” 

“T will not deny it,” said Dr. Burge, 


with slow solemnity. ‘Sinners that we 


are, how can we ask that faith be at no 


} 1 
i 


moment confused by the thousand cries 


hich our profession requires 
v4 Let chilled 
by transient shades of skepticism, rather 
than dote in a blind and puerile credu- 


of infidelity w 


us to answer my soul be 


lity! If I am not at all times equally 
penetrated by the great fact of man’s 
conscious immortality, it is because of 
my undesert. A way to know of the 
doctrine has been revealed: it is by do- 
ing the will of the Father: who of us has 
fulfilled the condition? But I can meet 
you on lower ground, and declare, that, 
according to our human observation, it 
is not well for man to know the destiny 
of his being in all its details until the 
trials and victories of life have taught 
him to turn such knowledge to elevating 
use. It is the deplorable sinfulness of 
our nature which seeks to obtain with- 
out deserving, to possess the end and 


despise the appointed means.” 
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Some reply would doubtless have been 
made to these pertinent considerations, 
had not the confused tramp of a com- 
mittee been heard at the door. The pro- 
fessors of the “‘ New Dispensation” had 
come to conduct the Reverend Charles 
The 


guished convert shuddered, as if affected 


Clifton to their platform. distin- 
by some incorporeal presence, and suf- 
fered himself to be led away. 

**T can do nothing more,” murmured 
Dr. 


hear 


Surge; “and why should I stay to 


diluted rhetoric, or inflated com- 
: . oe 

monplace, from lips which, however un- 
worthily, once proclaimed the simplicity 


of the gospel 4 


“ Because it is not well to prejud 


ge 
what may offer some possible variety in 
this credence,” I ventured to suggest. 

“You are right; we will stay.” 

A murmur of applause followed the 
appearance of Clifton upon the platform, 
— yet it was only a murmur; for the 
flock, long pastured upon delicate delu- 
sions, received as matter of course what- 


Did 


not the face of the medium wear an ex- 


ever shepherding chance offered. 


pression of earthly disappointment at this 
slender recognition ? Could it be that 
there was needed the hot-house heat of 
a carnal “success” to favor this exqui- 
site flowering of the spirit? Can we sup- 
pose that this whole matter was no other 
than some Yankee patent to avoid the 
awful solitude in which each human soul 
must enter into relations with the un- 
seen ? 

Slowly and in dreamy heaviness the dis- 
course began. The inspirational claims 
seemed to lie in the manifest improbabil- 
ity of a man of Clifton’s cultivation be- 
ing so dull and diffuse in a natural con- 
dition. Yet, as the message wore on, it 
cannot be denied that a strange influence 
was at work. The words followed each 
other with greater fluency and in richer 
abundance. The meaning, to be sure, 
was still vague enough; and whenever 
some commonplace truth or plausibility 
protruded from the general washiness, it 
was seized upon and beaten and stretch- 


ed to the last degree of tenuity. Phrases 
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upon phrases of gorgeous dreaminess. A 
soothing delight, — yet such delight 

A 
joyful deliverance from the bondage of 
intellectual life. 


only the bodily demanded. 


senses 


Hints that our human 


consciousness of sin was a vain delusion 


from which the “developed” man was 


happily delivered. “Come up here,” said 


the preacher, in substance, “ and escape 
from this moral accountability which sits 


so heavily upon you. Here is a sensu- 
ous paradise, sweet and debilitating, of- 


fering varied delights to the eclecticism 
of personal taste. 
} 


ve 


All angular and harsh 
things may dissolved in copious floods 
of words, and washed into a ravishing, 
enervating Universe.” 

The 
Attention 
Other 


things were to be noted by those accus- 


An hour — two hours - passe d. 
air was thick and poisonous. 
had been strained to the utmost. 
tomed to regard mental disorder from a 
physiologi al point of view. 


And 


cerebral activity, the trance -speaker 


now, by some abnormal mode 


of 
won strange sympathies from his auditors. 
Certain faculties in Clifton had reached 
an expansion not permitted to the healthy 

A plastic 
took 
Old experiences groped out of forgotten 


At 


was 


man. power came from him 


and the impress of other minds. 
corners and haunted the discourse. 
as if all that 
potential in the culture of the medium 


one time it seemed 
or his audience might be stimulated into 
. : » 

specious blossom. Phenomena were ex- 
hibited which transcended the conscious 
powers of the human soul, — nay, which 
testified of its latent ability to work with- 
out organic conditions. Our unemploy- 
ed brain-organs, as Hamilton and others 
l- ae ' es ili 

have clearly proved, are always employ- 
And from 


was it demon - employ- 


ing themselves. this self-em- 
ployment — or 
ment ?— there swept through the con- 
delirium of excite- 


sciousness a vague 


ment. In all that assembly a single pulse 
beat feverish measures. The climax was 
reached. Without was the soft spring 
night veiling the scarcely touched range 
of knowledge and beauty offered to the 


healthy energies of man; within were 


at Fozxden. 


[ June, 


dazed wanderers in a region of morbid 


emotion, seeking to the colors 
of Nature, 
ity in conjurations of the dead. 

The 


and what had it left ? 


intensify 
Ww illing to waste precious vital- 
wretched thraldom was over,— 

An exquisite sensitiveness of the nerves 
of sense, imagination exalted, memory 


goaded, reason and judgment overthrown. 


Il. 


In his Fast- Day sermon Dr. Burge 
delivered himself of ‘much weighty tes- 
timony against those thaumaturgical in- 
cantations of heathenism which had been 
With his splendor of 


clerical pause and emphasis he read the 


revived among us. 


denunciations against a sinful nation to 
has affixed the 
Saith the Lord, the Lord 


which the prophet Isaiah 
awful words, —*“ 
of Hosts.” 

« And they shall fight every one against 
his brother, and every one against his 
néighbor, city against city, and kingdom 
against kingdom.” 

Here the preacher’s dark eyes left the 
sacred volume, and seemed to gaze up- 
on some coming struggle in which the 
sins of the people would meet a bloody 
retribution. Then, referring to the page, 
he pronounced with bitterness of holy in- 
dignation the prophetic curse which was 
that day fulfilled in our cherished New 
England. 

“* And they shall seek to the idols, and 
to the charmers, and to them that have 
familiar spirits, and to the wizards.” 

The sermon made no more visible im- 
pression upon the sinful portion of the 
congregation than homilies against novel 
and pleasant indulgences are wont to do. 

“ The Apostle was right, after all,” 
said Colonel Prowley, quoting the text up- 
on the meeting-house steps; “we should 
‘try the spirits.’ ” 

“ No objection to that,” said the post- 
master; “ but here ’s Dr. Burge tells us 
to keep out of their way, and call them 
all 
all.” 


The gentleman referred to joined our 


humbugs, without trying them at 


ao 
a4 
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party upon the meeting-house green, and 
accompanied us home. 

As we entered the house, our ears 
were saluted by a sort of scuffling noise, 
with an accompaniment of broken Eng- 
lish. Miss Turligood, highly charged with 
the Detached 


some stimulant of equal potency, ran to 


Vitalized Electricity, or 


meet us in the entry, to enjoin silence 
and a passive state of mind before enter- 
ing the parlor. The manifestations dur- 
ing service had been most wonderful. 
Twynintuft had lifted the table to the 
ceiling, with Mr. Stellato clinging to the 
legs. Mrs. Colfodder had had her back- 
hair taken down, and the housemaid was 
certain that somebody tried to kiss her. 
We 


venient speed. 


made for the parlor with all con- 
Notwithstanding the sol- 


emn adjurations of 


Dr. Burge, we en- 


tertained gui ty hopes of se¢ ing some of 
the marvels which had become such pos- 
itive drugs in our absence. But to see 
anything was, for a long time, out of the 
question ; for the spirits had insisted up- 
on having the shutters closed, and shawls 
pinned up before the cracks in the same, 
ere they would favor mortals with an ex- 
hibition. Finally, dim outlines revealed 
We 


made out a female figure (it was the 


themselves through the obscurity. 


cook, so Miss Prowley whispered) who 
was harancuing the assembly at the rate 
of a word every thirty seconds, or there- 
abouts. 

Cook as Twynintuft : — “I am Mister 
I set lots by you all. I 
left my bright spirit-home to come here 


Twynintuft. 
to-day. The squashes was musty afore 
they was brought into the house. No 
blame to the cook. Them pickled ter- 
marterses could n’t keep into spring, and 
so I tell you now. The spheres is a dry 
place, and everythin’ is a-beauti- 
ful here.’ 


most 
, 

Betty, the housemaid, loquitur. — (She 
appears in the character of Red-Jacket, 
a popular personation upon these occa- 
sions,—it being very easy to talk Indian 
by the simple recipe of transposing the 
nominative and objective of the 


cases 


personal pronoun.) “ Me don’t like what 
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I ’s name ’s Red- 


Pale-face give fire-water to I. 


you say, old Twyney! 
Jacket. 
The squashes was good enough till cook 
left ’em out in the rain. Me have hunt- 
ing-ground in fifth sphere. When me 
puts up tomatoes in the spirit-world, me 
rosins ’em when they bile. Great influ- 
ence comes from I to-day; also, much 
development.” 

‘‘ Dr. Burge,” whispered I, “ you 
claim to have devoted some time to the 
examination of these delusions; but I 
will venture to say you have never wit- 
nessed anything so humiliating as this!” 
- My dear Sir,” murmured the Doctor 
in return, “ the remark shows you to be 
a novice indeed. Why, I have listened 


to hours of no better drivel than this, 
fathered, not upon Indians and unknown 
elocutionists, but upon some of the wis- 


est and most saintly spirits whose mortal 


teachings ever blessed mankind.” 
= Do you think these people voluntary 
impostors aad 


“No; it 


say that they are voluntary victims of a 


would be nearer the truth to 


mental epidemic like 


St. Vitus’s dance of the 


that which devel- 


oped itself in the 


Middle Ages. 


ease went through the same spasms, con- 


The subjects of that dis- 


vulsions, and painful racking of the limbs 
which accompany such cases of this per- 
sonation as are not designed deceptions. 
Even those accidentally present, when 
the effects of the ancient contagion were 
exhibited, became infected and were ir- 
resistibly impelled to join in the extrava- 
Look at Miss Turligood and Mr. 
Stellato, and see if the parallel is not 


gance. 


supported.” 

The individuals named were seen to 
be twisting themselves up and making 
the 
housemaid, who (still as Red-Jacket) thus 


an awkward sort of obeisance to 
delivered herself : — 

‘Me goin’ to dancey war-dance. Great 
Spirit sends lots more Indians come dan- 
cey too.” 

A ery of acquiescence, —p¢ rchance in- 
tended fora ghostly war-W hoop,—and the 
beloved of my Lord Byron broke into a 
savage polka. 
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Stellato seized a paper-knife, and pro- 
ceeded to scalp a chair with merciless 
ferocity. 

Those unfortunate ladies, Miss Branly 
and Miss Turligood, were unable to re- 
sist the infection, and so sprang among 
the party, whirled about, and exhibited 
absurdities painful and unnecessary to 
relate. 

“By the Muse of my ancestor the 
Poet!” exclaimed Colonel Prowley, in- 


dignantly, “‘I will no longer endure this 


clumsy travesty of that choric saltation 


pire hi 


] 
Dr. Burge, you will 


with which Apollo was said to ins 3 
Pythian virgins. 
oblige me by pulling down that shawl! 
to open the shut- 


Sister, you will please [ 


ters of the south window !” 

The requests were instantly complied 
with. The wholesome sunlight burst in- 
to the room, and checked, as if by magic, 
the unseemly mumming of these delud- 
Mrs. Colfodder sank 
upon the sofa. | ) 
Red-Jacket. Mr. Stellato 


gave up his sealping-knife, flopped feebly 


ed convulsionaries. 
down exhausted 


ceased to be 


upon a chair, and again became a trans- 
parent jelly-fish of philosophy and water. 
It was harder to bring Miss Turligood to 
he 


herself, by reason of t singular intrac- 


tability of the squaw who had taken pos- 
of 
to be dislodged by much tediousness of 
At 


however, even this was accomplished. 


session the premises, and was only 


argument and adjuration. length, 
The Indians sulked off into space, and 
their terrestrial mediums once more pre- 
pared to collect about the table. 

- Why, bless one, I de- 


clare!” said Miss Turligood, consulting 


me! past 


‘“* How spirits do make the 
A brief adjournment for din- 
The circle will 
meet for renewed investigation this after- 
at three o'clock. 
will be punctual. 


her watch. 
time pass ! 
ner will now take place. 
noon Every member 
Remember, 1 this 
place, at three o’clock.” 

“ Stay,” said Miss Prowley, ina gentle, 
“it 
will not be convenient to us to receive 


but at the same time decided tone; 


this party again. The presence of friends 


from the city, who are in Foxden only 


at Foxden. [ June, 


for the day, renders a meeting this after- 
noon out of the question. And having 
once broken up our regular sittings, it 
will not be worth while to resume them, 
— at least, here.” 

“ But, Madam, Madam, you forget that 
the spirits have positively commanded us 
to hold sittings in your parlor three times 
a day till further notice !” 
Turli 


‘*I do not recognize the authority of 


gasped Miss 

ood, in extreme astonishment. 

the. spirits. They have no right to dic- 

the uses of 
Here 

part of Miss Prowley. Not recognize the 


Miss Turligood 


fairly staggered, when she heard the im- 


tate 


} ” 
my parior. 


was a confession indeed on the 


” * 4} os ’ 
authoriy of the spirits! 


pious announcement. The smooth scio- 
list Stellato rallied his weak wits and ut- 
tered a ery of wonder at such flagitious 
heresy. The future Lady Byron, taking 
as a deliberate insult any doubts of the 
identity and authority of her posthumous 
spouse, threw up her arms in horror, and 
trotted out of the house. 

Finally, we got rid of them all,—how, 
I don’t exactly remember, and if I did, it 
would not concern the reader to know. 
We delivered Miss Turligood over to her 
Irishman, (who had brought a carryall 
with him this time,) and charged him 
never to drive her back ; Betty and the 
cook were restored to the kitchen ; Stel- 
lato and Miss Branly disappeared, no 
one could say where. 


“ And now,” 


ley, with a sigh of relief, “‘ let us forget 


exclaimed Colonel Prow- 


this nonsense, and go to dinner, — for 
the spirits have given me an appetite, if 
nothing else.” 


what I 
of your 


“ Then you intend to follow 
understand to be the teaching 
invisible visitors,” remarked Dr. Burge, 
pleasantly. 

*“ How so?” 

* You do not recognize Fast-Day.” 

*“ Ha! ha!” laughed the Colonel; “I 
doubt if the ghosts were quite unreason- 
able about that.” 

“Nay, brother, you should tell our 
good minister that we have but a cold 


collation, and that prepared on the pre- 
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vious day, as is our custom on the Sab- 
bath,” ureed Miss Prowley, with the 


lignity of an exact and consistent house- 


“Tt is as well we have,” was the re- 


ply ; “ for those precious Indians, although 


wise in medicine, knew little enough 


} + } 
about cookery 


They would have made 
sorry work, had it been necessary to give 


a culinary direction to the inspirations 


of our damsels below-stairs.” 
*¢ And yet, after all,” resumed our host, 
meditatively, and after a moment’s pause, 


“it seems scarcely right to make a jest 


of this matter; for, although the manifes- 


tations of to-day have been ridiculous 
enough, —yet — really — when I think of 


some of those instructive observations of 


poor Sir Joseph Barley ” —— 
The remark was never concluded, for 
a sudden rattling and whoaing and bump- 
of was heard. 


from before the front-door. 


ing bageage The inter- 

ruption came 

‘¢ Railroad - Omnibus” had driven 
‘trem 

is, de ibtless, my good friend Pro- 

said Colonel 


y rebuking an exclama- 


k,’ Prow- 


fessor Owlsdarc] 
ley, — courteous! 
tion of 


had gone t 


ston 


ishment from his sister, who 
» the window ; — “ to be sure, 


we did not expect him to-day, but he is 
! 


ever a most welcome guest.” 


“ But it is not Professor Owlsdarck !” 


cried the sister, in shrillest tones of fem- 


inine amazement. “That portly figure 
to which the pencil of the artist has done 
such feeble j istice ! the spectac les with 
the square glasses! the enormous seai of 


the Sextons !— it can be but one man!” 
“ What! you don’t mean ” —— 
” Yes, but I do 


see for yourself ! ” 


mean! Come and 


“ A ghost in an omnibus! Why, sis- 
, sister, the Detached—what-you-may- 
ll-it has got into your head, — or, heav- 

! can it be that our unbelief is pun- 
ished with this frightful manifestation ?” 

“Tt is Sir Joseph 
ejaculated Miss Prowley. 


71” 


sarley himself! 
“ Surrounded by his bank 
tunicked attendants ?” 


nel, in desperate interrogation. 


of silver- 


gasped the Colo- 
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“No, no, nothing of the kind,” said 
Dr. Burge, assuringly; “he has not 
brought even a footman.” 

And it was Sir Joseph Barley, — in 
the flesh, — and in a good deal of it, too ; 
— Sir Joseph Barley, full to overflowing 
He had long 


planned a journey to America, and a sur- 


with talk and compliments. 


prise to his Fellow- Sexton in Foxden. 
The trip had been necessarily postponed 
from week to week, and then from month 
to month. Always expecting to leave by 
the next steamer, he had never thought 
it worth while to write. Had been on 
shore exactly nine hours, was delighted 
with the country, and had already writ- 
ten the first chapter of a book about it. 
Was, nevertheless, surprised to see none 
of the native Red Men upon the wharf 
when the Canada arrived. Should have 
thought the spectacle would have been 
After 
dinner, would, with permission, go into 


both novel and imposing to them. 


the forests about Foxden, and visit this 
singular people in their national wig- 
Wars. 

How picture the delight of hospitable 
Colonel Prowley, when, volubly deliver- 
ing these and other sentiments, the High 
Priest and Potentate over all Sextondom 
entered the parlor and made himself com- 
fortable in a rocking-chair ? 

There is no need to dwell upon the 
matronly bustle of Miss Prowley, who, 
utterly ignoring the proper ordinances 
of the day, proceeded to send to the ho- 
tel for a beefsteak and a bottle of British 
Stout which could be warranted of genu- 


ine importation. 


, 
whispered the 


“* And stop, stop, sister!” 
Colonel, pursuing her to the door; “ the 
idea seems absurd, to be sure, but still 
don’t you think it barely possible, that, if 
Betty ran down to the river and caught 
a few of those snapping-turtles sunning 
themselves upon the old log, we might 
boil them into something which would 
faintly remind Sir Joseph of the Lord 
Mayor’s soup ?’ 

This proposition being dismissed as im- 
practicable,— first, by reason of the no- 
torious unwillingness of the turtles to be 
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caught, and, waiving that objection, be- 
cause of the length of time it would take 
to achieve any passable imitation of the 
aldermanic dainty, — I was moved to an 
aside -declaration to the effect that my 
slight observation of the tastes of British 
tourists in the Federal States led to the 
suggestion of oysters as delicacies not 
wholly unlikely to find favor with their 
eminent guest. 

An explosion of impulsive gratitude re- 
sponded to the hint. There was a new 
“saloon ” just opened in Main Street,— 

3etty should stop there and leave a gen- 
erous order. 

Well! it 


were summoned to our amended dinner; 


was some time before we 
but, when we did get it, it was a dinner 
worth waiting for. 

Sir Joseph Barley —Heaven bless him! 
—knew nothing of that smattering of 
Cosmos into which we hungry New-Eng- 
He 
bluntly declared that he had never heard 
of Detached Vitalized Electricity, Wom- 


an’s Rights, or Harmonia! Development ; 


landers are wont to thrust our wits. 


also, he was delightfully confident that 
—he, Sir Joseph Barley, British subject, 
th« y could 


not having heard of them — 


not, by any possibility, be worth hearing 
had read a 
word of Carlyle, and positively did not 


about. Moreover, he not 
know of the existence of any English 
Dr. Burge, he 
thoughtfully suggested, had probably mis- 


poet called Browning. 


possi- 


taken the name ; it was Byron, or | 
bly Bulwer, about whom he wished to in- 
quire. The former of these personages 
was a British Peer, and a writer of some 
celebrity ; he was, however, no longer 
living, having never recovered from a 
fever he took at a pl wce called Misso- 
longhi, in Greece ; — the latter had writ- 
ten a book entitled “ Pelham,” once pop- 
ular, but now thought inferior to a series 
of romances known in Great Britain as 
the “Waverley Novels”; these were 
the work of one Scott, a native of Edin- 
burgh, whom George IV. honored with 
a baronetcy,—a splendid recompense for 
his great literary industry. 


This, and much other information, 
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adapted to our rude plantation in the 
New-England wilderness, did Sir Joseph 
patronizingly impart. And it was good 
to meet a man with a sense of corporeal 
identity so honest and satisfactory. A 
cynic might have said that his mind mov- 
But 


within those limits he was so ruddy and 


ed in rather narrow limits. then 
jubilant that I could not but remember 
something Shakspeare says about the ease 
of being bounded in a nutshell and yet 
‘king of infinite space, 
These 
“bad dreams” had never retarded the 
Sir Joseph Barley. 


‘itizen could, by any pos- 


counting one’s sel 
— were it not for bad dreams. 
British digestion of 
No American 
sibility , be so shut in measurel ss content. 
It is only a very few of our well-to-do 
Mrs. Widesworth class — 


ladies inclining to knitting and corpu- 


women of the 


lency in the afternoon of life — who pos- 


sess the like f 


faculty of warming society 
with the blaze of an ex static egotism. Well, 
there are moments—why not confess it ? 
for is not man body as well as soul ? — 
when it is a relief to get away from our 
mystics, system-mongers, and peerers in- 
to the future, and claim a brotherhood 
after the flesh with your average Briton, 
who looks out of his comfortable present 


“ap ay . 
look into his 


only to comfortable past. 
Yet let this estate be temporary ; for it 
is well to return to our thin diet, and, in- 
stead of jolly after-dinner talk, repeat 
the high and aspiring phrases of certain 
New- Englanders who lead the generous 
thought and life of a continent. Phrases ! 
Yes, but how many nebulous ideas, think 
out their hol- 


Nay, my objecting friend, if 


you, would it take to stuff 

lowness ? 

the ideas are not wholly clear, nor imme- 
5 os 


diately practical », they are seldom st 


low, and never mean. If the wisdom of 


our true seers sometimes seems pout 

out in thin dilution, it nevertheless soon 
hardens to a thousand shining crystals up- 
on men of worldly enterprise and grasp. 
And why this di 


suggestion lay in tl 


I 
ression ? I think its 

» fact that Sir Joseph, 
being the type of the ordinary English- 
man, held and imparted a fine sunniness 


of temper, and a perfectly balanced scren- 
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\ ‘ L which, SO lar as my ex- 
perience goes, are possessed in full meas- 
ure by only one or two exceptional Amer- 


icans, and these men of high and acknowl- 
edged genius. 
“‘T don’t understand it, upon my hon- 
i yur visitor, after we had en- 
deavored to explain to him his own spir- 
itual intrusion on the previous evening. 
“T have heard of Doctor Pordage and 
the Dra 


worth ; 


eon, and of the Drummer of Ted- 
but when you tell a sane British 
apparition comes before 

were, the froth off 

nd,” interrupted 

1 you must know that 
do that! As to the obit- 
tten, it may do for some 


for, indeed, my felicity in 


y 
suc h comy ositic ns has been hi 


rhly com- 


mended, and this by mundane authorities 
of no com yn weight.” 
» the subject,” said Sir 


have no wish to test 


that direction ; and so 
vive up the ghost, I sup- 
say this.” observed the 


t in your book 


upon Amer- 
ail to declare, 
unmitigated 


its exceed all 


rley would be a foolis 


chronicle: commit himself to any suc 
statement, 1 Dr. Burge, who seeme 


to feel it his duty 


to our littl 


) speak the moral tag 
Fast-Day interlude. 


not allow that 


“T can- 
these Foxden manifesta- 
tions are one W it more si 


have seen elsewhere. 


ly or equivocal 
This 
' 


body still 


than many | 


shamming the ghost of some 


uncommon dece ption : sey- 
] 1 
1e@ sort have come un- 


observation. And it is 
sometimes occur; for they 
reflection in all 


nust caus who are not 


victims of a mental disorder which seems 
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to confound the reasoning powers of man, 
—causing its subjects to accept as teach- 
ers phantoms of their morbid imagina- 
tions, or deceiving intelligences from with- 
out. To all, I say, but such as these, an 
imposition of the sort here noticed must 
send reflections of our total inability to 
identify any pretended spirit merely be- 
cause he flatters our vanity, or talks what 
may seem to us good morality or sound 
sense.” 

Dr. Burge had laid aside his knife and 
fork, and had launched bravely forth upon 
his theme. Sir Joseph moved uneasily. 
Things were getting serious. Our host 
happily interposed, — 

“ Very true, Doctor, all very true; — 
yet there is one piece of wisdom regu- 
lating the spiritual practice which now 
seems worth considering.” 

“ And what is that, pray ?” 

= They do not recognize Fast-Day.” 

“ Well, well,” said Dr. Bur 


the hint with the utmost good - humor, 


ge, taking 
“ perhaps they were not altogether wrong 
there; and so I will trouble Miss Prow- 
ley for a bit more of the steak, and —— 
No, thank you, no beer for me; I ama 
water-drinker of twenty years’ stand- 
ing.” 

“The toast I am about to propose,” 
observed Colonel Prowley, “ may, with 
exceedins 


propriety, be drunk in water, 
—that is, whenever milk-and-water is not 
to be had: — 

“Our spirilual de magoques, much we 1k- 


er than our political ones, may they not be 


as much worse !” 

‘¢ And there is one other sentiment,” 
said good Dr. Burge, brimming over with 
an honest hilarity, — “a toast which 
I should be willing to drink in pretty 
strong — coffee.” 

‘1 have not forgotten that,” exclaimed 
our host, proffering a hearty shake of the 
hand to the High Senior Governour and 
Primitive Patriarch of All Sextons, — 

“ Health 
Barley !” 


and a long life to Sir Joseph 
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PROSPICE. 


Fear death ? —to feel the fog in my throat, 


The mist in my face, 
When the snows begin, and 
I am nearing the place, 
The power of the night, the 


The post of the foe ; 


the blasts denote 


press of the storm, 


Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form, 


Yet the strong man must 


go: 


For the journey is done and the summit attained, 


And the barriers fall, 


Though a battle ’s to fight e 


The reward of it all. 


re the guerdon be gained, 


I was ever a fighter, so — one fight more, 


The best and the last! 


I would hate that Death bandaged my eyes, and forbore, 


And bade me creep past. 
No! 


The here eS of ‘ ld, 


let me taste the whole 


sear the brunt, in a minute pay glad 


of it, fare like my peers 


lif’ ry, . 
ie § arrears 


Of pain, darkness, and cold. 


For sudden the worst turns 


} 
oprave 
rave, 


the best to the 


The black minute ’s at end, 
And the elements’ rage, the fiend-voices that rave, 


Shall dwindle, shall blend, 


Shall change, shall become 


first a peace, then a joy, 


Then a light, then thy breast, 


O thou soul of my soul! I 


: ° 
thee again, 


shall clasp 


And with God be the rest! 


WASHINGTON 


WE have, at last, a full story of the 
life of Mr. Irving. It is from the hand 
of a near relative, who has brought to 
the task an almost filial reverence, with 
a modest reserve of language, and a deli- 
cacy of treatment, which, while they dis- 
arm criticism, would of 
fice to attest the kinship of the writer 


with the distinguished subject of his biog- 


+} ] f. 
Lnemseives sul- 


raphy. It is a quiet and tranquil pic- 
ture that he has given us, of a serene 


and tranquil life. As we have turned it 


over delightedly, chapter after chapter, 


IRVING. 


and volume upon volume, we have wish- 


ed at times that the coy biographer had 
been endowed with a spice of garrulity 


or of egotism; for, say what we will, 


these qualities contribute largely to the 
interest with which we follow the story 
of a life about whose incidents and de- 
velopment the public has greed of knowl- 
edge. 

If Boswell had invariably governed 
his biographic record by the instincts 
of a gentlem in, we should have possess- 


} 


less wealth of gossip by which to 


far 
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judge of the manhood and the familiar 
surroundings of the great lexicographer. 
And we can readily imagine that a con- 
scientious man, in setting about the task 
of writing the life of a favorite author, 
would ask himself, over and over, how 
much should be yielded to the eager cu- 
riosity of the public, and how much a 
refined courtesy of feeling should keep 
There 


whose history, by whomsoever recorded, 


in reserve. are men, indeed, 
would suggest no such questioning, —men 
who have elbowed their way through 
life, bent upon some single aim, with a 
grand and coarse disregard of all the 
heart-burnings they may have caused, 
and all the idols they may have brushed 
W ashin 
means such a man; he was kind-hearted 
to the last de 


ing as we do 


down. ton Irving was by no 


gree; and yet, remember- 

that sly look of humor 
which lurked always in the corner of 
his eye, we cannot believe but that in 
his freer moments he has pricked through 
many a bag of bombast, and made dash- 
ing onslaught 1 
Ot 


: Bon cena sie 
ipon noisy uterary pre 


all this, however, we find 


tension. 


nothi ig in the volumes before us,—n¢ th- 


ing in his own books. Alway s. in his con- 


tact with the world, he is genial; the 
face of every friend is beautiful to him; 


is at the least come- 
Moore he 
innot see) a big heart, — 


in Espartero a bold, 


dier, —in eve 


every acquaintanct 


ly; int king Tom 


sees 
(what all of use 
j frank, honest sol- 
ry fair young girl a charm- 
, 


und in almost every woman a fair 


se respects the biography of 
ace ord 


had known and believed 


Irving is in 


kinsman. And we are 


at being confirmed in the be- 
yield all measure of respect 


grace, the purity, the dignity, 


which Washington Irving has added to 


our literature; and yet we honor still 


American heart which 


all 


throughout this record of his life. 


more that true 
and 


The 


so hallows 


beams through his writings, 


rare kindliness of the man 


and sublimes his memory that we half 


Washington Irving. 
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forget his artistic power, his purity of 
touch, his keenness of observation, his 
delightful and abounding humor. 

There are no storms in this life of his: 
it is, as we have said, a quiet picture of 
that is full of honor 
full of triumphs, but full of serenity. 


a career indeed, 
Here is no Don Quixote searching for 
enemies with whom to do battle, — no 
John Knox thwacking terribly upon all 
heretical pates, and sweating with his 
obstinacy, as much as with the vigor of 


his bk ws; 


but the kindly gentleman, 
giving tone and beauty to the common 
sentiment of us all, piquing our won- 
der by his adroitness, kindling our smiles 
by his arch sallies, winning our admira- 
tion by his thousand graces, and our re- 
spect by his honesty and truth. 

In 1797, Washington Irving, a roguish 
lad of fifteen, living in William Street, 


in New York, and not a little rebellious 


against the severe orthodoxy of his father, 
— who was a deacon of the Presbyterian 
Church, — sometimes slipped out from 
his chamber, after evening prayers, for 
hour or two at the theatre; he at- 


tended school, where he stole the read- 


an 


ing of such books as “ Robinson Crusoe,” 
and ** Sinbad the Sailor”; and he wrote 
compositions for such of his fellows as 
would make good his tasks in mathematics. 
This was a study which he never loved, 
and to the last he abjured all stringency 
The 


remembers on one occasion asking him 


of method. writer of this paper 
what system he pursued in massing his 
the * Life of Washington.” 
“ Don’t ask me for system,” said he; “I 


to know 


notes for 


never had any. If you want 


what a man can do by arrangement, 
talk with B——; his whole mind is pig- 
eon-holed.” 

At sixteen we find him in a lawyer’s 
office ; he does not, like some of his broth- 
ers, enjoy the advantages (if there be 
But he 


loves law as little as he loves mathematics. 


any) of a collegiate education. 


Feeble health gives occasion tol frequent 
absences and journeyings ; and it is plain 
to see that he loves a voyage up the Hud- 


son, and adventurous travel through the 
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wilds of Northern New York, better than 
he loves Judge Livingston, or the books 
He has 


a scribbling mood upon him at this ear- 


of his law-patron, Mr. Hoffinan. 


ly day, too, and contributes to the New- 
York “ Morning Chronicle” certain let- 
ters of Jonathan Oldstyle, which are re- 
marked for their pleasant humor. At the 
age of twenty-one (1804) continued ill- 
health suggests a sea-voyage. He leaves 
law and his jolly companions, — Bre- 
voort, Kemble, Paulding, and the rest, 
— and sails for Bordeaux. He wanders 
through Southern Europe delightedly,— 
meets Washington Allston at Rome, and 
is half tempted to turn painter, — sees 
Humboldt, De Staél, Cooke, Siddons; and 
while all England is jubilant over Nel- 
son’s victory, and all England mourning 
over Nelson’s death, he sails,in 1806, for 
home. 

Arrived in New York a sound man, 
he goes through a process of cramming 
for admission to the bar, and is present- 
But at 
the very time of his examination he is 
Paulding the 


which pres- 


ly instated — attorney - at - law. 


concocting with James 


project of “ Salmagundi,” 
ently enlivens and perplexes people with 
the vagaries of Launcelot Langstaff. A 
little after, he plans and commences the 
Knicker 


But meantime an interesti 


ocker History. 

ng episode of 
his life is developing, which by its unfor- 
tunate issue is to give a certain color to all 


While 


as law-stu- 


after-expression of his sentiment. 
in the family of Mr. Hoffman, 
dent, he has conceived a strong attach- 
ment for his daughter; in certain mem- 
oranda, marked “ private,” which come 
under the eyes of the biographer only 
after Mr. Irving’s death, he says, — “I 
idolized her. I felt at times rebuked by 
her superior delicacy and purity, and 
as if I was a 


coarse, unworthy being 


in comparison. .... I saw her fade 
rapidly away, beautiful, and more beau- 
tiful, and more angelical to the very last. 
. . « « I was by her when she died. . . 

I was the last one she looked upon.” 
The memorandum from which this ex- 


tract is taken had been originally writ- 
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ten, it appeared, for the eye of an inti- 
mate lady-friend abroad, to whom we 
shall have occasion to refer. 

In 1809, at the age of twenty - six, is 
published his “ History of New York.” 
There were a few punctilious Dutch fam- 
ilies who were offended at its sallies; but 
cultivated people generally welcomed its 
fun, its spirit, its quiet satire, with hearti- 
ness and applause. 

Shortly after he entered into a com- 
mercial partnership with his brothers, 
Peter and Ebenezer, of whom one was 
established in England, the other in New 
York. In the War of 1812 we find him 
acting as military aid to Governor Tomp- 
kins; and in 1815 he embarks again for 
Europe. He passes many years in Eng- 
land, in the course of which time the 
commercial firm of which he is a mem- 
ber goes into bankruptcy. Upon this, he 
is of course thrown adrift. But through 
at home he 
position of Chief Clerk 
of the Navy Department, with a salary 


the influence of his friends 


is offered the 


of twenty-four hundred dollars a year. 
This, however, after some misgivings, he 
He does not like the idea of 


being cramped by official routine of duty. 


declines. 


He will try what he can do with his pen. 
And for months after making this decision 
(we have heard it with unction from his 
own lips) he can do nothing. His friend 
Allston is going back to America; Leslie 
is making a reputation; and he, a bank- 
rupt, and having wantonly thrown up the 
chance for a lucrative position at home, 
is suddenly bereft of all capacity for lit- 
erary work; he makes trial; but it is 


in vain. The “ Sketch-Book ” is floating 


in his thought ; but he cannot commit its 
graces to paper. 

The months roll on; something must 
be done; the secretaryship at home is 
abandoned; he must try again; he does 
try; he sends off “ Sketch-Book No. I.” 
to America. We know what came of it: 
success, delight. Number upon number 
followed. There 


lication, under the author’s auspices, in 


was an early repub- 


London. He was féted: it was so odd 


that an American should write with such 
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control of language, with such a play of 
fancy, with such pathetic grace. There 
was a kind of social furor to meet and 
to see the man who, notwithstanding his 
Transatlantic birth, had conquered all 
the witchery of British speech, who knew 
its possible delicacies of expression, and 
who graced it with a humor that remind- 
ed of Goldsmith. 

No American author had ever dreamed 


ion before: an ovation not 


of : va 


due to any incisive thought, not due to 


any novelty of his subject-matter, — but 


due to the fact that a man born over- 


seas had sudder appeared among Brit- 


ish writers, who could lay hold upon 
their own resources of sentiment, and 
inwrap it in language which charmed 


them DY grace and provoked them 


by its purity 


Mr. Murt Ly entered upon the publi- 


cation of the “ Sketch-Book ” 
Mr. | 


being at that time thirty- 
seven years of age, 


in 1820, 
Irving 

Of his pleasant in- 
Walter Scott, of 
junketings in Paris, of his meeting with 
Moore, of his 


ment in a steamboat-enterprise upon the 


timacy with Sir 


his 


Tom unfortunate enlist- 
Seine, there is full and most lively ac- 
‘ Life and Letters” before 
us. ‘“* Bracebridge Hall,” d spatched 


from Paris in 


count in tl 


1822, is received with the 
same favor which had attended the pub- 
Sketch-Book ”; and the 

li | that he 


so libera 
1 his oars for a while, 


lication of the “ 

pecuniary returns are 
* 

can lie upor 


him more) can effectu- 


Peter, 


( Ww hat pl ases 


who 


ally aid his brother was 


a party to the unfortunate steamboat- 
scheme. 

After this comes a merry whirl through 
Rhine, Heidelberg, Mu- 


nich, Vienna, we visit again in his spark- 


Europe. The 


ling letters, dated forty odd years ago. 


His reputation, and the good offices of 
French inglish friends, open an 
easy path fi everywhere he finds 


] 


hospitality and acquaintances, and ey- 


be ma . 
that frank, genial manner 


erywhere, by 
of his, he transmutes even chance ac- 
juaintances into confidential friends. The 
winter of 1822-3 is passed in the delight- 
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ful city of Dresden. He meets with a 
warm welcome at the little Saxon court ; 
he has the entrée of a pleasant English 
household, where he becomes fairly do- 
mesticated. Mrs. Foster, its accomplish- 
ed mistress, is a lady of fortune, who has 
two “lovely daughters.” Mr. Irving, in 
concert with two or three gentlemen- 
friends, organizes certain home - theatri- 

s, in which the Misses Foster engage 
with ready zeal and a charming grace. 
There are Italian readings, and country- 
which Mr. Irving 
He hardly knows 


excursions, to all of 
is a delighted party. 
how to tear himself away from scenes 
To Miss Foster he 


occasion of a little foray 


so enchanting. 
writes, on the 
into Bohemia,—“I am almost wishing 
myself back already. I ought to be off 
like your bird, but I feel I shall not be 
Mrs. 


Foster, with a womanly curiosity, is 


able to keep clear of the cage.” 


eager to know how a man so susceptible 
as Mr. Irving, and so domestically in- 
clined, should have reached the mature 


Mr. Irving 


amiably gratifies her curiosity by detail- 


age of forty as a bachelor. 


ing to her the story of his early and un- 
fortunate attachment, in the shape of the 
memorandum to which we have already 
He closes this confidential dis- 


closure by saying, — ‘* You wonder 


alluded. 
why 
I am not married. I have shown you 


My time 


has now gone by; and I have growing 


why I was not long since. . . . 


claims upon my thoughts, and upon my 
means, slender and precarious as they 
are. I feel as if I had already a family 
to think and provide for.” 

We have dwelt upon this little episode, 
not because it has any essential impor- 


tance in itself, but because it has been 


the subject of a most unseemly interpo- 
lation in the British reprint of the bi- 
Mr. Bentley, * Publisher in 


Ordinary to Her Majesty,” was, it ap- 


ography. 


pears, the purchaser, at a small sum, of 
the advance-sheets of the book; but, 
in order to secure English copyright, he 
conceived the idea of introducing extra- 
neous matter of British origin. In pros- 


ecution of this design, he found as eol- 
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laborateurs the two Misses Foster above 
alluded to, who are now wives of clergy- 
men of the Church of England. Mrs. Ful- 
ler, the elder of the sisters, and the spe- 
cial favorite of the author, gives upon the 
whole a modest and pleasant account of 
Mr. 


closes with a few lines which, she say 


their association with Irving, and 


he wrote in her scrap-book in 1832. “ Ile 


declared it was impossible for him to be 
And thereup- 
the well-known lines entitled 
“Echo and Silence.” 

| 


do not prove very much for the 


less in a writing-mood.” 
on follow 
They certainly 
writ- 


ing-mood of Mr. Irving,— whatever they 


may prove for Sir Egerton Brydges. 
The contribution of the younger sister 
Mrs. Flora Dawson, is in a somewhat ex- 
aggerated and melodramatic vein, in the 
course of which she takes occasion to ex- 


pend a 


oreat de al of pity upon 
+ 


Irving,” who is made to appear in the 


character of a rejected suitor 


for the hand 
It is true i 


of her sister. that 
mony of Mr. Irving’s biographer, : 
his private papers, is larg 

absurdly romantic construction ; 
though it had been perfectly 


| 
fd 
ot Gael 


it is almost incredible that a la ly 
icacy should make such blazon of the 
ir, for the sake of securi r i 
Her Majesty’s Publi 
y.” Weare 


a better dé! 


sorry that 
has not made 
As for Mr. Bentley, we can characterize 
ly by the word 


-y of 


his conduct in the matter on 
— diseraceful. | } 
griping literary pir 
icans must bear their 
call no one which shows so 
and so bad a faith, as thi 
“* Publisher 1 
Majesty.” 

In the year 1824 we 
Paris 


Traveller ” ; 


1 
ley, the 


at work in chambe 
‘Tales of a 

years in 
» and the 


1 the fruit 


three or four joyous and workfu 
Spain, between Madrid, Sevill 
Alhambra. We have all taste 
of that pleasant sojourn ; ‘* Columbus” is 
on every library- shelf; and we remem- 


ber a certain dog’s- eared copy of the 
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“ Conquest of Granada” which once up- 
on a time set all the boys of a certain 


How 


we shook our javelins at some bewilder- 


school agoge with a martial furor. 
ed cow blundering into the play-ground ! 
What piratical forays we made upon the 
ighbors’ orchards, after the manner of 
ve old Muley Aben Hassan! And 

r the Alhambra, the tinkle of the 
water in the marble basins of its court 


is lingering 


on our ears even yet. 
In Spain, as elsewhere, Mr. Irving 
makes a circle of friends about him whom 


Ac- 


has 


it is hard to leave ; but it must be. 


cusing comrades at home say he 


deserted hi 


Westwar 


ry ; he turns his face 
ull of honors, sail 


more, in the 


year 

f forty-nine. There 
never was a warmer welcome given toa 
returning citizen. A is made for 
which all the 
city of Manhattan assist ; 


1 


magnates of the 
and 


lity is so touched 


him, at 
the 
that 


au- 


y stammering acknowle 


hich the cheers 


rtier than ever. 


ilding of the 
x of the ivies. 
ville” and the “ Tour 

pn his hand active 
lew ‘Weer 


bachelor home of 


and dear 


all loneliness. Nine years or more have 
passed after his return, when he is 
] 


prised — 


sur- 
ind a little shocked — by 
his appointm« nt, at the instan of Mr. 
Webster, as Minister to Madrid. 
He cannot resist the memories of 
Alhambra, of Seville, of the Guadal- 
quivir. Many pleasant associations are 
revived in England, in France, and not 


a few in the now revolutionary Spain. 
Sut it is plain to see that the official vis- 
it is not so enjoyable as the old untram- 
melled life in the Peninsula. No matter 
how light the duties, routine is a harness 
that galls him. We can almost hear his 
cheer of thanksgiving as he breaks away 


from it, and comes once more to his cher- 
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He is not an 
old man yet, though he counts well into 
the sixties. He 


ished home of Sunnyside. 


contrives new additions 
to his cottage ; he dashes off the charm- 
His 


older books come pouring from the press, 


ing “* Life of Goldsmith” at a heat. 


and are met with the cordial welcome of 


new ones. 
His brothers, to whom he had been so 
fondly knit, are all gone save one; Bre- 


voort is gone ; Kemble is just above him, 


h- 


Trytown is 


under the lee of the Hig 


at his forge, 


lands. The river by quiet T 
strung up and down with new “ gentle- 
men’s places.” 

He puts himself resolutely at work up- 
on the “ Life of Washington.” Frequent- 
ly recurring illness, and a little shakiness 
in his step, warn him that his time is near- 


He knows it. 


more task 


ly up. There is only one 


We hear of 


him at Mount Vernon, at Arlington, at 


to m ike good. 


Saratoga. Volume by volume the work 


comes forward. The public welcome it, 
—for they love the author, and they love 


] 


the subject. ‘Three volumes,— four vol- 


umes; and there are rumors that the old 


gentleman is failing. But whoever finds 
admission to that delightful home of Sun- 


nyside meets the old smile, the old cheer. 
Seventy years shaken the 
but have not 


the ma 


frame, 
shaken the heartiness of 

st leaps from his eye 
before his lip can clothe it, as it did 
twenty years before. There is a friend- 
ly pat for his little terrier, and a friendly 
word for his gardener, as in the old days. 

The fifth i ' 
there is a couch that distresses him sore- 
ly. He 
task. J 


the cough more annoying. 


volume is in progress; but 


. ne 
pushes on, however, through his 
- 

h 


e step is growing feebler and 


] 
It is the year 
} 


1859, and the seventy-seventh of his age, 
when, upon a certain November evening, 
with one little sharp cry of pain, he falls 


upon his chamber-floor — dead. 


There 


mire, but for whose lives we care noth- 


are men whose works we ad- 


ing. Mr. Irving was not one of them. 


There is such a manly heartiness in him 
that we crave close 


contact: we cannot 
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know him too well. Surely, this sympa- 
thy of readers, spontaneous, inevitable, 
will keep his name always green. There 
may come greater purists, — though they 
must con the language well; writers of 
more dramatic power we have now, pos- 
sibly a quainter humor, — but one more 
tender, that puts us in such immediate 
sympathy with the author, hardly in our 
day, or in any day, shall we see again. 
It is plain enough that Mr. Irving de- 
that, 


unconsciously, his courage for meeting 


pended largely on his friendships, 


and conquering whatever of difficulty 
lay in his path was fed very much by 
the encouraging words of those he loved 
His 


shoulders to push their way, no matter 


and respected. were no brawny 


what points were galled by contact, — 
irresistible press of 
purpose, which is careless of opinion. 


no self- asserting, 


Throughout, we see in his kindly nature 
a longing for’ sympathy: if from those 
intellectually strong, so much the better ; 
if from dear friends, better yet; if from 
casual acquaintances, still it is good and 
serviceable to him, and helps him to keep 
his poise. 

He is a man, too, who clearly shuns 
controversy, who does not like to take 
lows or to give blows, and whose intel- 
lectual life and development find shape 
and color from this dread of the comba- 

quiet 


Not that he is j 


power and exercise of satire, — not that 


tive. without a 
follies which strike his attention do not 
thrust but 


follies, for the most part, 


fine rapier; 


i 


get a from his 
they are such 
as everybody condemns. By reason of 
this quality in him, he avoids strongly 
controverted points in history or, if his 
course lies over them, he gives a fairly 
adjusted average of opinion; he is not 
in mood for trenchant assertions of this 
or that belief. 


makes him shun political life. 


This same quality, again, 
He has a 
horror of its wordy wars, its flood of ob- 
jurgation. Not that he is without opin- 
ions, calmly formed, and firmly held ; 
but the entertainment of kindred belief 
make the measure of his 


he does not 


friendships. His character counted on 
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the side of all charity, of forbearance, 
against harsh judgments ; it was largely 
and Christianly catholic, as well in things 
political as literary. He never made haste 
to condemn. 

There is a rashness in criminating this 
rettrement from every-day political con- 
flicts which is, to say the least, very short- 
sighted. Extreme radicalism spurns the 
comparative inactivity, and says, * Lo,a 
sluggard!” Extreme conservatism spurns 
it, and says, ** Lo, a coward!” It is on- 
ly too true that cowards and sluggards 
both may take shelter under a shield of 
indifference ; but it is equally true that 
any reasonably acute mind, if only chari- 
tably disposed, can readily distinguish be- 
tween an inactivity which springs from 
craven or sluggish propensity, and that 
which constitutional 


othe r belongs to 


temperament, and which, 


calm 


while passing 
and dispassionate judgment upon 


excesses of opinion of either party, con- 
tributes insensibly to moderate the vio- 


both. 


lence ol 


But whatever may have been Mr. Irv- 
ing’s reluctance to ally himself intimately 
with political affairs, Oo assume ad- 


and 
vocacy of special measures, it is certain 
that he never failed in open- hearted, 
outspoken utterance for the cause of vir- 
tue, of human liberty, and of his coun- 
There were vulgar assailants, in- 
time that he 


had thoroughly denationalized himself by 


try. 


deed, who alleg ‘ one 


The charge he always 


with 


his long absences. 


regarded as an aflront, and met 


scorn. There are those so crossly consti- 
tuted as to measure a man’s love of his 
flings at 


not in 


own country by the sneers he 


the country of others. It was 
Mr. Irvine’s nature to sneer at even an 
enemy ; it was not his way of making 
conquest. He recognized fully the ad- 
vantages of a foreign life (at his date) in 
following up that career of belles-lettres 
study which he had marked out for him- 
self. The free entrée of European libra- 
ries and galleries, and familiar associa- 
tion with a class of cultivated men of 
leisure, (in countries where such a class 
exists,) offered opportunity for refinin; 


y 
o 
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his taste, for enlarging his stock of avail- 


able material, and for stimulating his 


mental activity, of which he was not slow 
to perceive the value, and of which he 
has given ample account. 

There is much that is interestine in 
the Life before us in regard to Mr. Irv- 
ing’s habit of work. He was, like most 
men of extreme sensitiveness, moody; at 
times his mind seemed all aglow ; he 
sions, with extraordi- 


hat 


wrote, on 


ich occ 


nary rapidity, and with t cheery ap- 
preciation of his labor which to author 


iny 


is an immense stimulant. But following 
these happy humors came seasons 


upon 


of wearisome depression ; the stale man- 


1 


uscript of yesterday lost its charm; the 


fancy refused to be lighted ; he has not 


immer at the business with 
ws, and flings down hie 

There 
months during which this 
ke an incubus; then it pass- 


like a cloud, and th 


pen in despair. are succes 
n ood hangs 
upon him li 
es suddenly, 
at Seville) wooes him to his charmingest 
fancies. 

propose a critical estimate 


W e have 


present temper for this. 


of the books of Mr. Irving. 


neither space nor 
The world has indorsed his great popu- 


larity with the heart, as much as with 
the brain. There are those who have ob- 


jected that t 


the * 


he last subject of his lal orT-— 


Life of Washington ” was little 


¢ 


suited to his imaginative tone of mind, 


and should have been worked up with 
Be 


a larger hic grasp of 


and more philosop 


thought. It may well be that at some 


future time we shall have a more pro- 
found estimate of the relations which our 


great Leader held to his cause and to his 


time ; but, however profound and just 


such a work may be, we feel quite safe 
in predicting that it will never supplant 
the graceful labor of Mr. Irving in the 
hearts of the American people. Prec ise- 
ly what was wanted Mr. Irving has giv 
en: such charming, faithful, truthful pic- 
ture of the great hero of our Revolution 
as should carry knowledge of him, of 
the battles he fought, of his large, self- 


denying, unswerving patriotism, of the 
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purity of his life, into every household. 
No man could have done this work bet- 
ter; nor do we think any other will ever 
do it as well. 

And there is his “ Sketch-Book,” —in 
blue and gold, in green and gold, in red 
and gold ;—in what colors, and in what 


Yet the 


themes are of the simplest: a broken 


language, does it not appear ? 


heart; a rural funeral; a Christmas 


among the hollies; an hour in the Ab- 
bey of Westminster: what is there new, 


or to care gre atly for, in these things ? 
Yet he touched them, and all the world 
touched 
there is no serious insight, no deep prob- 


a pretty wind blows over, 
] } 


by them. Your critic says 


are 
— that is 


. , 
that is all; 


Yes, 


there who can set such sweet currents of 


but how many are 


wind aflow ‘ 

Only a bruised daisy, only a wounded 
hare, only Halloween, — and Burns, with 
all his fresh, healthy, hearty manhood, 
and only a peasant’s pen, touches them 
in such way that his touch is making the 
nerves of men and women vibrate, where- 


ever our Saxon speech is uttered. 
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There is many a light thing that we 
cherish,— with which we will not easily 
part. That souvenir of some dear, dead 
one we do not value by its weight in 
gold; that sweet story of the Vicar we 
do not measure by its breadth of logic. 
And no American, no matter how late 
born he may be, but, if he wander in the 
Catskills, shall hear the rumble of the 
Dutch revellers at their bowling in the 
gorges of the mountains,—not one but 
shall read, and reading shall love, the 
story of Rip Van Winkle. 

It was only a quiet old gentleman of 
six-and-seventy who was buried awhile 
ago from his home upon the Hudson : 
yet the village-shops were all closed ; the 
streets, the houses, the station, were hung 
in black; thousands from the city thirty 
miles away thronged the high-road lead- 
ing to the little church where prayers 
were to be said. 

How shall we explain this? The au- 
thor is dead, indeed, whose writings were 
admired by all; but there is something 
said than this: — At the 
little church lay the body of the man 


worthier to be 


whom all men loved. 


RIM. 


PART II. 


AFFAIRS went smoothly and noise- 
for Mr. 


St. George had rece ived the congratula- 


lessly on some three months. 
tions of the neighborhood, who, perceiving 


that Eloise still remained at The Rim, 


presumed all was satisfactory ; and Elo- 
refused herself to all, the better by 
The 


slaves on the estate no longer infected 


ise 


reason of her term of mourning. 


others with the result of bad govern- 
ment; their association with the Blue- 
Bluffs people, a notoriously bad set, as 
well they might be, was broken up ; they 


felt, though the reins hung freely and the 


burden was light, that there was a strong 
hand behind them that knew how to pull 
them up or put them in the dust, and 
they learned so much respect and even 
love for that hand as never to presume 
on the fact that it would not perhaps 
choose to exert its full power ; work was 
well done ; there was no further trespass- 
ing on other precincts; the world was 
in perfect order, so far as St. George’s 
administration of it extended. He was, 
moreover, a man of distinction ; serving, 
young as he was, four terms in Congress 
from a distant district, he was already 
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spoken of again as the candidate of the 
immediate vicinity ; his advice was sought 
in a hundred matters about which he 
knew nothing at all,—and always given, 
in spite of the last-mentioned circum- 
stance; he had a careless, easy way of 
taking the life out of a man’*s mouth, so 
to speak, and disposing of it for that man’s 
advantage as he himself pleased, so that 
the man felt under an infinite obligation ; 
he had, too, an air with him of such su- 
periority over the life, such un- 
doubted kingliness, that every one suc- 
firm a 
Mr. St. George in this brief 
time had accepted much hospitality, had 
by Christ- 


mas had made himself, through his genial 


cumbed and rested gladly on so 
precedent. 
won a thousand friends, and 
strength to-day and his sardonic sarcasm 
to-morrow, as thoroughly the autocrat of 
all the region as ever Mr. Erne had been. 
For all 
them somebody that 
h are the y to follow. 
had 


of birth and of kindly feeling ; 


that men want is a master; give 
will lead, and glad 
But Mr. Erne’s 


merely been a 


enous 


supremacy matter 


Mr. St. 


choose to 


George’s was, first, because he 


have it, and secondly, be nobody 


use 
was able to refuse it. Marlboro’s mas- 


terliness was quite another thing, af- 


fected no clusters of men, and was felt 
only by those whom he owned, body and 
soul. 

In the mean time, the family seldom saw 
Mr. St. George, and when they did, he 
was so stately that they would have been 
They 


however, that, when you insist on 


quite willing 
forgot, 


being yourself an iceber 


to shut their eyes. 


cv, you re ally cool 
the air about you. Once, indeed, or twice, 


there had been brief, but notable excep- 
tions in his conduct. 

A period of heavy rains had just elaps- 
ed, and Eloise, w« ary of confinement, had 
cone on the first clear day strolling round 
the place, as secure as in a drawing-room, 
since there was not one of her father’s 
people but adored her. 

“You are going out, Miss Changar- 


Mr. 


the door; and, on being answered, he had 


nier ?” St. George had remarked at 


added in a soliloquy, as if not deigning 
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a second address for a second rebuff, — 
“Tt will be quite impossible to go far, 
for the freshet has swollen the brooks in- 
to rivers.” 

Eloise, however, took no notice of 
the information, and went on her way, 
strolled farther than had intend- 
ed, and forded a brook because Mr. St. 
Then 


she sat down under a branching tree that 


she 
George had said she could not. 


dropped its leaves about her and into the 
brook, and began to read the “ Romaunt 
of the Rose”: at least, I fancy that was 
the book she had. While she remained, 
the brook swirling ever louder between 
the pauses, the sunset ran red in the sky 


> } 
vt 
But 


and warned her to hasten home. she 
/ 


aot 1 
disregarded the warning till purple shad- 


ows fell softly on the page, and stars and 


moon stole out to peer her shoul- 


above 


der and see what it was that so entranced 


the maiden. Rising hurri dly, she moved 


away ; and only when she had crossed two 
or three of the stepping- stones did she 
‘eive, on looking down, that, while 
had been rea ling, the water had risen 


xt ones with a depth that the 
rbade her to see. Stand- 
ly forward to 


ith of the dark st 


above the n« 


ing there, and bending dizzi 


guess the stre1 ream 
now so loudly and rapidly rushing by, 
there came a noise like a bursting water- 
spout ; suddenly her waist was seized, and 


The 


next instant, with a seething sound, a 


she was swept back to the shore. 


great uprooted oak tore along the very 
h she had stood. 

for the pleasure of 

said a cool voice in her ear, as 

“A 

little excitement spices our still life 
well!” 

“ Mr. St. George ! 


cried Eloise, freeing herself. 


escape ?’ 
her feet were planted on dry land. 


50 
how dare you?” 


“What would you have had me do? 
Should I have stood here, letting I dare 
not wait upon I would, like the cat i’ the 
adage, while the oak caught and rush- 
ed you off to sea? Too big a broomstick 
for such a little witch!” 

“You should not have been here at 
all, Sir!” 
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“ There shall be thanks in all the 
churches, next Sunday, that I was.” 
I can spare further 
>) 


lay Undine and the Knight on the 
island? It would n’t be at all safe,—it 
would n’t be proper, you know,” said Mr. 
St. Georg “ The 


its up the irrigating waters 


raising his eyebrows. 
dam that shi 
broke an hour ago,” added he, in the tone 


of another person. “I sent servants to 


find you, in every direction, and happen- 
ed this way myself.” 
Eloise wa 


“T am much 


s a little sobered. 
obliged to you, Sn 
said. 

*¢ So it seems,” 


1s, 


he replied, dryly. “I 


shall be forced to offend you again,” he 
continued, “ as further delay will render 
the stre tirely impassable.” 

And before she could utter a syllable 


h 
of deprecation, she had swung a brief mo- 


ment in the a 


sid 


ac, 


*, and was upon the other 
hi h Mr. St. Georg 


} 
seven-ieacut 


up W 


, in his hich 
boots, clambered so soon as 


he had set her 


g any 


down. Instead of ventur- 
new display of indignation, as 
expec ted, Eloise walked on 


tly a moment, and then, 


“ You 
uneracio 
Mr. St. George 
tion, only he 
his height 


ble expression, and immediately after the 


d, and I am very 


did not deny her asser- 
elanced down at her from 
a second with an inexplica- 
house became visible bowed low and left 
her. 

’s been such a tantrum, Miss,” 
said » quadroon Hazel, combing out 
Eloise’s hair that 
George’s horse waited two mortal hours 
to take him to Blue Bluffs. 


to have heard him swear! 


night, **and Massa St. 

You ought 
He galloped 
off at last like mad.” 

And as Eloise gave no response, unless 
the cloud on her face spoke for her in the 
glass, the familiar girl added, — 

“Not at you, Miss, not swearing at 
you,—oh, no, indeed! — but at all of us, 
to think we ’d let you go alone.” 


“Mr. St George is too solicitous. That 
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will do, Hazel. Have you spoken to your 
master about buying Vane ?” 

‘* Laws, Miss, I never feels as if he was 
any master of mine, leastwise excep’ one 
can’t help minding him. ’S different from 
ole Massa, — we minded ole Massa for 
lub,— but I dunno if it’s the music, when 
Massa St. George speaks, that makes you 
do what he says, when you just don’t 
mean to,—as if you could n’t help it, and 
did n’t want to help it?” suggested Ha- 
zel. 

“Mr. St. George,” said Eloise, 
very good to his people ; they ought to 
wish to obey him.” 

“Yes, Miss. On’y he a’n’t 


t no business 


“ig 


here.” 

“Don’t let me hear you speak so 
again, Hazel,” said Eloise, facing the 
** Now 


suddenly cringing girl. you can 
vo.” 


But Hazel lingered still, over 


another odd trifle, and at length 


one and 
clancing 
up from where she stooped, with a scarlet 
on her young tawny cheek, she adde 
a low voice, —_— 
* You ’ll speak to Massa St. 
now for me, won’t you, Miss?” 
‘What? About Vane? You would 
do better yourself. Yes.” 
Two or three days passed away after 
this lit 


1, in 


re “Tre 
Ge orge 


tle pre mise to Hazel, before Eloise, 
at first forgetting it, and then dreading 
it, could gather courage to proceed in the 
negotiations for the handmaiden’s suit. 
She was vaguely aware that she was fhe 
last person in the world whose past con- 
duct harmonized with the asking of fa- 
vors, and she silently offered slight pro- 
Yet she did this so 
haughtily, in order still not to compro- 


mise her own dignity, that they would 


pitiatory sacrifices. 


quite as well have answered the purpose 


of belligerent signals. 


It was one afternoon that Eloise sat at 
the drawing-room window, having recent- 
ly finished her day’s work, and letting 
herself linger now in a place which she 
very rarely so much as passed through. 
She sat erect, just then, —her head 
thrown far back, and the eyelids cast 
down along the pale face. Mr. St. George 


5 
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came into the room noiselessly, and laid 
Then 
he paused, struck by her appearance, and 


down his riding-whip and gloves. 


admired her motionless attitude for sev- 
eral minutes. 

“One sits for Mnemosyne,” he said 
then. 

Eloise lifted her eyes, and a ghost of 
color flitted along her cheek. Here was 
a fortunate moment; the deity of it un- 
bent and smiled. Her heart beat in her 
throat between the words of her thought; 


yet she recalled, for support, all the ro- 


mances she had read, and their eloquent 


portraitures of love, and, remembering 
that just as Rebecca loved Ivanhoe, as 


Hazel 


other, “J 


and 
! I 
she kept saying chokingly to 
Mr. St. George had taken up 
How 


At last a hesitating voice came 


Paolo loved Francesca, so 
Vane 


must !” 


loved each must 
herself. 


a book. should she dare disturb 


him ? 
sliding towards him, — 
“Mr. St. George “s 


“| beg your pardon, —did you speak ?” 
he asked, closing his book. 

“*Mr. St. George, I want to ask you a 
favor,” replied Eloise. 

She rose, and unconsciously with such 
an air that he saw her effort, then came 
and sat on a lower seat directly before 
him. 

*““When papa, when my dear father 
was living,” said she, “ I had a maid, who 


was always mine, who ¢ 


rew up with me, 
being only a little younger, and I became 


” 


attached to her” —— 

And before Eloise knew it she was 
lightly playing with Mr. St. George’s rid- 
ing-whip, —that being one of her warm 
traits just out of Nature, the appropria- 
tion of every thing about her. 

“ And you have her no longer? That 
shall be attended to.” 

“Oh, yes, Sir, she waits on me still; 
that is n’t it. She is only seventeen, she 
has been an atom wayward,—just, you 
know, as I might have been ” —— 

Mr. St. George smiled so perceptibly 
that Eloise added, throwing back her 
head again, — 


“ Just asl am, Sir! But she has be- 


The Rim. 


[ June, 


haved very nicely for several 
this is Mrs. Arles’s whip! 


husband 


Why, 
the one her 
I knew it by the 


ivory vine-stem twining the ebony; and 


gave her. 


there are her initials in the lovely gold 
chasing. I used to want it to play with, 
when I was a little girl_—and she would 
n’t let me have it, of course. 
tials!” 
“Yes,” said Mr. St. George, coldly. 
Eloise put itdown. And then she star- 


Pretty ini- 


ed at him forgetfully, and, unthinkingly, 
with great disappointed eyes. Thereat 
Mr. St. George 

“ Don’t 


knout to their bridegrooms ? 


laughed. 
Russian women present the 
_ asked Elo- 
ise then, mischievously. 

But before he could have replied, she 
resumed, — 

“ Well, Sir, Hazel is very pretty’ 

“Tt is Hazel, then ? 
her to be made more distinctly yours, 
Miss Eloise ?” 

“ Oh, dear, no, Sir, thank you. 
is n’t it at all. 

“ Indeed !” 


‘She is in love with Vane, a boy of 


Would you like 


That 
Hazel is in love.” 


Mr. Marlboro’s: you may have seen him; 
he is here a good deal, — by stealth: and 


they want to be married. But Mr. Marl- 


boro’ is their terror, he may put an end 
to everything, and they are afraid, and 
— and—could you buy Vane, Mr. St. 
eee 

George 4 

“] could, Miss Changarnier.” 


” 


“And you will, then?” cried Eloise, 
springing up. 

“Tf Mr. Marlboro’ will sell him.” 

* Won't he?” 

“It is 


there 


a pride of the Marlboro’s that 
never hand sold off the 


was a 
place.’ 
“Oh, I had forgotten. 
tell too shocking stories.” 
‘Not here. Not unless they were sold 
off the Cuban plantation, where the vi- 


They would 


cious ones are transported.” 
“But perhaps he would give him to 
you.” 
“* Miss 
a” 
you. 


“Me? 


Eloise, he would give him to 


I have never seen him.” 
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** That is of no consequence. He has 
seen you. 

“T wonder where. Do you really sup- 
pose that Mr. Marlboro’ would give Vane 
to me ?’ 

“ Miss Eloise, I will see what I can do 
about it first.” 


** How kind you are! “ 


Thank you! 

And Eloise was about to go. 

* One moment, if you please,” said the 
other. 

And Mr. St. George remained in med- 
itation. When he spoke, it was not in 
too assured a tone. 

“T am quite aware,” said he, “ that 
you consider me in the light of an enemy. 
Perhaps it is a magnanimity that would 
be pleasant to you, should you in turn 
grant that enemy a favor.” 

‘«T should like to be able to serve you, 
Sir.” 

“ Well, then, —I spoke very unwisely 
a few moments since, — promise me now, 
that, if Hazel and Vane do not marry till 
Doomsday, you will not ask Marlboro’ for 
the gift. It places you, an unprotected 
girl, too much under the weather with 


such a man as Marlboro’. You promise 


me?” 

And he rose opposite her, smiling and 
gazing. 

‘‘ A whole promise is rash,” said Elo- 
ise, laughing. “ Half a one I give you.” 

“ It is for yourself,” said Mr. St. George, 
grimly ; and he turned abruptly away, be- 
cause he knew he lied, and was afraid 
lest she would know it too. 

It was two or three week this, 
that Mr. St. George, returning one chil- 
ly night from some journey, found Mrs. 
Arles asleep in her chair, a fire upon 
the hearth, and Eloise sitting on the floor 
before it with her box and brushes, essay- 
ing to catch the shifting play of color op- 
posite her, and paint there one of the 
great cloven tongues of fire that went 
soaring up the chimney. 
ask- 


ed he, stooping over her an instant, and 


“In pursuit of an ignis-fatuus ?” 


suddenly snatching himself erect, as she 
looked up with a certain sweetness in her 
smile, and pushed back the drooping tress, 
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that, streaming along the temple and ly- 


ing in one large curve upon the cheek, 
sometimes fell too low for order, though 
never for grace. 

*« And all in vain,” she said, laughing- 
ly. “I’ve worked an hour, I can get 
the violet edges, I can get the changing 
bend, — but there ’s no lustre, no flicker, 
— I can’t find out the secret of painting 
flame.” 


“It is asecret you found out long ago!” 
muttered Mr. St. George, unintelligibly, 
and strode out, banging the door behind 
him. 

And Eloise, astonished and dismayed, 
abruptly put up her pencils, and went to 
bed. 

So that, when Mr. St. George returneda 
half-hour afterward for a cheerful fireside- 
season over nuts and wine, there was no- 
body there but Mrs. Arles, who picked 
herself up out of her nap, and went pla- 
cidly on with her tatting and contriv- 
ances. 

Two stragglers on the ice-fields of the 
polar seas would have met each other 
with less frozen chill than St. George and 
Eloise did on the succeeding morning. 
And in that chill a long period elapsed, 
during which Mr. St. George attended to 


his affairs, and Eloise silently « 


ast up her 
accounts. 


One morning in the spring, after the 
last of the soft and balmy winter, Mr. St. 
George said to Mrs. Arles, at breakfast, — 

‘“« A dozen rooms, or more, can be ready 
by Wednesday ? 
at noon, for several weeks. 
list. 


” 
ance. 


There will be guests 
That is the 
I rely on Miss Changarnier’s assist- 

And he handed her a paper, and 
went out. 

‘+ It will be useless for you to keep your 
said Mrs. Arles to Eloise, on 
Wednesday morning. “ It is n’t like Mr. 


” 
room now, 


St. George’s bachelor parties with Mar!- 
boro’ and Montgomery and Mavoisie, 
when I like to see you keep to yourself 
These are all old friends.” 


“T shall still have my work to do,” 


as you do. 


said Eloise; and she went into the cab- 


inet and sharpened her pens with a vis. 
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It would doubtless have relieved Mr. 
St. George of much annoyance and per- 
plexity, if Eloise would have assumed her 
old place in welcoming the guests; but 
that was not set down her part, and 
ightly felt that it would be a pre- 
thin en And though, 


when she heard their voices in 


Elois se 
ms 
the hall, 
she “tenet just to open the door and 
give one glance at Laura Murray sweep- 
ing by, or draw Lottie Humphreys in 
through the 
quick 


self upon the debit 


crack and indulge in one 


bent her- 


as 
and credit 


squeeze, she heroically 
beneath 
her eye, and tried to forget all about it, 
— succeeding only in remembering who 


had lived and who had died 
that hall had 


since the 
last time rung with their 
voices. 

when Eloi 


task, and having 


It was past noon 
finished her 


», having 
remained 
for a lone time with her 
hands 


denly glanced up and saw a gentleman 


wwms upon the 


desk and her upon her eyes, sud- 


entering the cabinet, where no gentle- 


man but one ever allowed to 


ter. He was 
scanning the 
her. 

He hesitated for a single atom of 
1] 


then stepped rapidly forward, 


was en- 


and 


his eye fell on 


in search of a book 


elves, 


time, and 
said, 

“ Miss Changarnier, I 

* Allow me,” said quickly 
at his shoulder, “ to present to Miss Cha 
garnier Mr. Marlboro’.” For Mr. St. 
had entered jus in 

Mr. Mar] 
ly to be 


am quite 


another 


George time. 


boro’ was a slight hard- 


k, of 


man, 
called tall. wore bla 
he coat fastened on the breast 


f ruffled 
while the 


course, t 
and letting out just 
below, 


linen and glancing jews 


lofty brow, set in its fair curling hair, 
and the peaked beard curling and wav- 
ing about the throat, gave him the ap- 
pearance of a Vandyck stepped from the 
frame. He had the furt 
of ¢ yes, dark ha 


glowed like 


her peculiarity 
zel eyes, that would have 
if they 


petually wrapped in dream. 


fever, were not per- 
There was 
a certain air of careful breeding about 


him, different from Earl St. George Erne’s 
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high-bred bearing, inasmuch as he insist- 
ed upon his pedigree and St. George for- 
got his. Too fiery a Southerner to seek 
the advantages of Northern colleges, he 
England, and 
had contracted while at Oxford the hab- 
it of 


had educated himself in 
eating opium. Returning home at 


his majority, and remaining long enough 


to establish his own ideas, which were pe- 


culiarly despotic, upon his property, — 
through many subsequent travels, tasting 
in each an experience of all the folly and 
madness the capitals of the world 
afford, through all his life, indeed, this 
only thing Marlboro’ had 
One other thing, albeit, 
f which Marlboro’ 
slave, and that was the 
per. 
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great 


habit was the 
not mastered. 


there was, 0 was the 


Marlboro’ tem- 


eturned his salutation cordial- 


hl « ° > ¢ hte P 
h a certain naughty pleasure, 


since Mr. St. George 


ly, and wit 
was looking on, and 
sin e 


that person, constituting himself he1 


grim guardian, had in a manner warned 


her of the other 
little 


Then she displayed her 
pretty ink - stained hands, and ran 
away. 


Mr. Marlboro’ looked after her, 
Geor 


and 
then turned to survey 
“ Who would not be 
such an Eloi 
There 


Ege ES 
filling a pipe, 


was no answer. St. George was 


and whistling the while a 
ld tune. 
‘T "ll tell you what, St. 
Here he paused, 
book in time to the 
‘You were 
formation ? ’ 


* Has your little 


” 


melancholy 
George ” —— 
and thrummed on the 
tune. 

some in- 


1 
about to 


impart 
nun taken the black 
veil ? 
‘Tt is no nun of my shriving.” 
Ahasuerus himself, to 
with Miss 
to have 


“ Are you King 
lived so long in the house 
I ask, 
thrown no handkerchief? 

There is 
But 


rant, — it is she who stands for that ; — I 


have 


and 


” 


Changarnier, may 


some confusion in 


your 
rhetoric. it is not I who am ty- 
am only Mordecai the Jew sitting in the 
king’s gate. 

muttered St. 


As so many Jews do to-day,’ 


George,—“ ay, and on their 
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thrones, too. I am afraid we are neither 
of us very well up in our Biblical history. 
She is the Grand Unapproachable.” 

“ Tant mieuz. the 


My way is all 
‘* Your way to what?” 
- To the altar!” 
~ ae 
ago, Marll 
pipe 


of azure wreaths, and the heels 


should have married long 
yoro’,” said Mr. St. George, the 
being lighted, the face looming out 
taking 
an altitude. 

‘‘T came home,” said Marlboro’, “ to 
marry Eloise Changarnier.” 

* That is exactly what I intend to do 
myself.” 

“You!” 

Mr. Marlboro’s eyes clistened like a 
in the sun; 


topaz but just then a new 


guest arriving demanded Mr. St. George’s 
attenti 


Meantime 


conclave 


Eloise had found a feminine 
assembled in her room, all hav- 
ing prepared their own toilets, and ready 
t the preparation of hers ; andas 


the work 


to inspec 
proceeded, Lottie Humphreys 
added herself to the group, in grand tenue, 
and pushed Hazel aside, that she might 
bind up Eloise’s already braided hair, and 
indulge herself in the interim with sun- 
dry fervent ejaculations. 

“Ts n’t he sy 


tie, wh 


Emma Houghton. 


ylendid ? ” whispered Lot- 
ile Laura compared bracelets with 


“ Oh, there, isn’t he 


lendid? It’s like the king coming 


down from his throne, when he speaks 


to you; it puts my heart in a flutter. 


How do you dare ask 


butter ? 


him to pass the 
Now just tell me. 


Are you en- 
aged tohim? Tell me truly, only shake 
No? I don’t be- 
Mean to be? 


Suppose 


o 
your head, yes or no. 


you say. 


now, only 


, Suppose he ’d look at me?” 


what a silly little you 


roose 


And you "ve 


are, Lottie H unphreys ! 
put cera 


niums in my hair, when I meant 
to wear those beautiful blue 


bells !” 


‘‘] never saw any one so dark as you 


poison- 


are wear so much blue.” 


* But it ’s becoming to me, is n’t it ? 
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said Eloise, turning with her smile, as 
radiant for Lottie as for Marlboro’. 

“ St. George,” said Marlboro’, with a 
beaming face bent over his shoulder, as 
he took Eloise out to dinner, “ my in- 
tention was the earlier; it will succeed!” 


born and heir 
Does the 
eral expose his campaign ? ” 


It is pre 


as a good general that I exposed it.” 


“ As being the eldest 


good n- 


to the succession. 


“ There we are quits. ‘ 
“ But did the Levites unveil the sacred 

ark > said Mr. St. George, seve rely. 
“We are talking freemasonry, Miss 

Changarnier,” said Marlboro’, and they 


moved on. 


Whether she not, El 


found herself in exa tly the same posi- 


we yuld or 


tion in the house as before her adopted 


father’s death, — partly beeause almost 
all the company, being old friends, reec- 


no difference, al because 


I 
Mr. St. George silently chose it should 


} 


be so. 


ognized tly 


She soon forgot herself entirely 


in the pleasure of it, and was uncon- 


sciously, even towards Mr. St. George, 


be- 
] 


lance would 


lie} 


so sweet and genial, so blithe and 


witching, that his scanning g 


suddenly have to fall, since an expres- 
felt, entered it that he dared 
There was always 

ain disarray about the costume 

of Eloise ; 


sion, he 
not have 
one tress of her hair was al- 
thrust 
behind the beautiful temple and 


ways drooping too low, or one 
bac k 
tiny ear, or a bracelet was half undone, 
or a mantle dropping off, — trifles that 
only gave one the desire to help her: she 
constantly shawl, 


the 


woman- 


wore, too, a scarf or 


or something of the kind, and dra- 

a > = dted - 
pery ient her a kind of tender 
liness, which only such things do: 
| 


sue 


then 


too, g nish d her hair with flowers 
always half falling away, somewhat faded 
with the warmth, and emitting strong, 


W hen 


brilliant little 


rich erances in dying. 


the 


sparkled a contrast with the dark smooth 


laughed, and teeth 


skin, when she thought, and her eyes 
glowed like tear-washed stars, Mr. St. 


George was wont to turn abruptly away 





708 The 
from the vision, unwilling to be so con- 
trolled. But of that Eloise never dreamed. 

As for Marlboro’, on the other hand, 
he the Of 


Mr. Marlboro’s devotion Eloise was quite 


was the moth in candle. 
aware,—and whereas, play ing with it the 
least bit in the world, she had at first 
enjoyed it, it grew to irk her sadly; 
used all 


manner of pretty ways, to take him off 


she to beg her friends, in 


her hands, and would resort from her 
own rooms to theirs, assisting at their 
awful rites, and endeavoring to get them 
up as charmingly as possible, that they 
might lure away her trouble. It was in 
vain that Marlboro’ tried to reopen the 
subject of their mute warfare with St. 
George. St. George would not conde- 
Eloise’s 
name by bandying it about with another 
If Marlboro’ begged him to toss 
St. 


scend, neither would he sully 


le ver. 


up for chances, George answered 


that he never threw up a chance; when 
he went further and offered to stake suc- 
cess or loss, St. George told him he had 
cast his last die; when he 

| 


spoken 


would have 


her name to him directly, St. 
George withered him with flamy eyes, 
and let his manner become too rigid for 
But the 
ladies had already caught the spirit of 
the thing, 


one to dare more with him. 


and made little situations of 
it among themselves. ‘Then when St. 
George became impregnable to his at- 
tacks, Marlboro’ pulled his blonde mous- 


tache savagely, and sullen, and 


grew 
fortunately Eloise did not try to dispel 
Nevertheless, Marlboro’ fan- 
cied that he perceived 


the cloud. 
victory hovering 
nearer to St. George than himself, and 
a rivalry begun in good-humor was like- 
ly to take a different cast. In his pique, 
Marlboro’ bade his host far« well, and re- 
turned to Blue Bluffs; but it was idle 
riding, for every day found him again at 
The Rim, like the old riddle, — 
“ All saddled, all bridled, all fit for a fight,” 
and constant as the magnet to its poles. 
It was still the steps of Eloise that Marl- 
boro’ haunted. Yesterday, he brought 
songs to teach her, and among them the 


chant to which long ago they had once 
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listened together in the old Norman ca- 
thedral; to-morrow, he would show her 
a singular deposit on the beach, of rare 
silvery shells underflushed with rose, 
kept there over a tide for her eyes; to- 
day, he treated her to politics condensed 
into a single phrase whose essence told 
all his philosophy : —“ The great error 


in government,” he said, “is also in- 


versely the great want in marriage: in 
government, individuality should be su- 
preme; in marriage, lost. In govern- 
ment, this error is a triple-headed mon- 
ster: centralization, consolidation, union.” 

Mr. St. George heard him, and paus- 
ed a moment before them, one evening, 
as Marlboro’ thus harangued Eloise. 

*¢ Consolidation ? 
he. “ The 

** Nullification is a good solvent.” 


“A chost that is laid. 


Centralization ?” said 


very things we all oppose.” 


There ’s a re d- 
der phantom than that on the horizon, 
man!” 

“ What 
or marriage ? 

* God forbid that I should soil a lady’s 
ears with the first!” said Mr. St. George 
bowing to Eloise ; 


—I’ll none of it!” 


are you talking about, politics 


” 


‘and as to the last, 


And after Mr. Marlboro’ had gone that 
night, as Eloise was about to ascend to 
her own rooms, Mr. St. George came 
| 


aiong 


gain, and, lightly taking the can- 


dle, held up the tiny flame before her 
face. 


“ What 


saying to you? 


has that contrabandista been 
demanded Mr. St. 
George. 

Eloise looked ignorantly up. 
Do not 


Never believe anything any one says, 


believe him! 


“ Gilding hell ? 
when you know he is in love with you! 


Slavery is a curse! a curse that we in- 
herit for the sins of those drunken Cava- 
liers, our forefathers! 
best of it!” 

“ Ah, Mr. St. George,” 


ly, “this from you, for whom the disci- 


Let us make the 
said she, vay- 


ples claim Calhoun’s mantle ? For what, 
then, do you contend ?” 
“For the 


myself! for 


right of being a free man 


the right of enduring the 
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dictation of no man in Maine or Louisi- 
ana! for the right to do as I have the 
mind!” exclaimed Mr. St. George, in a 
ponderous and suppressed under - voice 
that rang through her head half-way 
up - stairs 

Long before, Mr. St. George had very 
courteously begged Eloise to take a va- 
cation during the stay of their friends, 
bat she had so peremptorily and utterly 
refused to do so that it ended by his 
the 


spending : long morning with her in 


, eithe 


r over certain neglect- 


or while she letters 


Hazel 


rious seam between them 


wrote 
his royal dictation, and 
a lal 


ys. Here, at length, after sufli- 
cient tantalization by its means, Marl- 
boro’ venturously intruded himself every 
day. Too familiar for interruption, he 
took another seat, and watched her swift 


il 


e found another awaiting her, 


hand’s gracef progress. If her pen 
delayed, sn 
— her post 


ire wearied, a footstool was 
rolled tow 
ed, behol 


fresh paper, it 
I 


urds her feet,—her side cram 


p- 
a ishion, — she looked tor 


fell before her: all some- 


what slavish service, and which Hazel 


Used to 


have preferred a mas- 


could rendered as well. 


have 
slaves, would she 
ter ¢ ¥ he 
ed these abject kindneégses better than 
Mr. St. Geor 


cisely tl 


ier Miss Changarnier relish- 


ge’s imperious exactions was 


1e thing that puzzled the two 


=m er 
, during all this gay season, 
ui thought of once looking 


about her, wl 


. 


1ich she never did, she would 
have seen, that, in whatever group she 
was, there, too, was Mr. St. George,— 
) 


that, if they rode three abreast down the 


great park-avenues, though she laughed 
with Evan Murray, it was to Mr. St. 
hor that her bridle was se- 


Geor 


vr 


cured,—and that, when she sang, it was 
who jested and smiled and 

talked the while,— not that her 

music was not sweet, but that its spell 
vas too strong for him to endure beneath 
his mask. Yet Eloise drew no deduc- 
it first she noticed that it 


id 


tions; if 
he who 1: 


was 


the shawl on her shoulders, 
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if she remembered, that, when he fastened 
her dropping bracelet, biting his lip and 
looking down, he held the wrist an in- 
stant with a clasp that left its whitened 
pressure there, she remembered, too, that 
he never spoke to her, were it avoida- 
ble, that he failed in small politenesses 
of the footstool or the fan, and that, if 
once he had looked at her in an instant’s 
intentness of singular expression, and let a 
smile well up and flood his eyes and lips 
and face, in a heart-beat it had faded, 
he was standir 


and ¢ with folded arms 


and bending forward and smiling up at 
him like a flower beneath the sun ;—to 
atone for her remissness, she was frown- 
ing and cool and curt to Earl St. George 
for days. 

It was about this time, that, 
when Hazel passe d the tea, Eloise’s eye, 


wandering a moment, suddenly woke 


from a little apathy and observed that 
Arles’s 


1 refined away through 


there was no widow’s cap on Mrs. 
hair, that it ha 
various shades of lace till last even 


the 


at 
delicate cobweb on the back of the 


had 


ply black eauze over a steely shine 


head was gone and the 


bare, that the 


ssy locks lay 


sables become sim- 
ot 


ilk, that the little Andalusian foot lay 


relieved on a white embroidered cush- 


ion, that its owner was glancing u 


g p and 
smiling at a gentleman who bent above 
her, and that that gentleman was Mr. 
St. George. When this change had tak- 
en place, and whether it had been abrupt 
tell; 
and, forgetting her own part momentarily 


or gradual, her careless eye could not 
in order to take in the whole of the dra- 
ma in which they were all acting, Eloise 
spilled her tea and made some work for 
Hazel. As the girl rectified her mishap, 
it Eloise that had 


suit ; 


flashed on she done 


nothing more about her she no- 
ticed, too, how pale Hazel was, and how 
subdued and still in all her movements ; 
she remembered that probably Vane had 
found it impossible to see her and to 


elude his ever-present master; and she 
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thereupon availed herself of his first dis- 
to at Mr. 


he had ever 


engaged moment stand St. 
George’s side, and ask him if 
thought again of a request she had once 
made him. 

‘¢ T was thinking of it at this moment,” 
he replied, looking at her with something 


like sunshine suffusing the brown depth 


“but the truth is, 


of his eyes; I am not 
on such terms with Marlboro’ that I may 
demand a favor.” 

“ Then J shall.” 

** On your peril!” he cried, with hasty 
rigor. 

But Eloise escaped, trailing one end 
of her searf behind, looking back at him, 
laughing, and shaking her threatening fan 


And then Mr. 


St. George resumed his haughty silence. 


as he stepped after her. 


Eloise went down the hall after Hazel. 
She found her in the empty dining-room, 


having just set down the salver; the 
last lieht, that, stealing in, illumined all 
paintings of clusters of fruit and 


e pan- 


minches of flowers upon the whit 


elling, had 


i 
her s¢ »bs, 


yet a little ray to spare for 


o 
the cirl where she crouched with 
her apron flung above her head ; and 
when Eloise laid her hand gent 


i oulder, she 


ly on her 
sprang as if one had struck 
Miss *Loise! Miss *Loi 
” she gasped. 
It did not take long for the li 
to find the air. Vane and Hazel, se 


fforts, had married. It 


“ Oh, 


in such trouble! 


yise’s ¢ was 

Blue- Bluffs laws 

that they had broken: 
l off t 


lowed 
Vane was expiating his offenc 


one of the immutable 


there were no 


marriages al he 


pl we t 
no one 


knew where, and there were even ru- 
mors that he had already been sent away 


the Marl- 


boro’s, whither all refractory slaves were 


to the Cuban plantation of 


wont to journey. 

Eloise went slowly back to the draw- 
ing-room, then out upon the piazza, and 
with her went that bending grace that 
accompanied her least motion, and al- 
you of a flower sway- 

Mr. Marlboro’ leaned 


there, listening to Miss Murray’s singing 


ways reminded 


ing on its stem. 


5 
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within. Eloise went and took her place 
beside him, while his face brightened. 
He had been eating opium again, and his 


} 


eyes were full of dreams. From where 


they stood upon the piazza they could 
see the creek winding, a strip of silve ry 
redness, along the coast, and far in the 
distance where it met the sea, a film up- 
on the sky, rose the dim eastellated heigl! 
of Blue Bluffs, ike an azure mist. 

‘“‘ There is 
want,” said Eloise, archly 
Bluffs. 


“ There ? you shall not wish twice. 


something there 


, looking a 


Then Hazel approaching, as by signal, 
offered Mr. Marlboro’ a cup, which he 
declined without gesture or glance, while 
there gleamed in her eye a subtle look 
that told 


how easy it would have been 


to brew poison for this man who had such 
an ungodly power over her fate. 

“ That is my little maid,” said Eloise. 
“1 have lent her to Mrs. Arle 
though. Is she not pretty, — Hazel ? 

** That is Hazel, 
hazel!” 

“ Yes.” 

‘* And you want Vane ?” 

- Yes, Mr. Marlbo 

“T di 


But the 


s awhile, 


then? A very witch- 


d not know she was your maid. 
offence of Vane, if overlooked, 
would be a breach of discipline entailin, 
Authority should 
»s through the 
i The 
ng through the pores 
in the first fr 
I would have diffi 
pardoning sucl 
Ah, yes, 


Heaven !” 


too hazardous effects. 
What c 


rs once ine 


never re lax. reey 


f 
iron fines reep again. 
gentle dews di 

of the cranite cons 
and rend the ro 
culty, Miss Eloise, i an 
that 


in 
offence to vou, yourself. 
: by 
in her charming way, 

and said, — 

‘* But, Mr. Marlboro’, would it not be 
an admirable lesson to your people, 
Vane were sold ?” 

« A lesson to teach them all to go and 
do likewise, eh, M irlboro’ ? - 


George, passing, with Miss Humphreys 


said St. 


on his arm. 


slave,” replied Marlboro’, in his placid 


have never sold, I never sell, a 
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tone ; but St. George was out of hearing. 
“Yet, Miss Eloise, — if— if you will ac- 
cept him ” —— 

‘‘ Mr. Marlboro’! Indeed? Truly in- 
deed ? How happy you make me!” 

“ And y 


happier, by th 


ou can make me as happy, — 
infinity of heaven over 
earth!” 


‘“ But oucht I to accept such a gift?” 
asked Eloise, 


But can I? 


oblivious of his last speech. 

may I? ”—as St. George’s 

warning st 
‘¢ Most 


tainly y 


» into her memory. 
tainly 


hall ! 


you can! most 


cer- 
And 


before Eloise could pour forth one of 


: 1» 
he is yours! 


her multitudinous thanks, he had moved 
away. 
Marlboro’s, 


ble nature th: 


however, was not that no- 
spurns to beg at the mo- 
Directly, he had 


with eager air 


ment whe erants. 


: 
wheeled about, and an 
was again besic 


“ And, Eloise, 
I might have 


he said, * if in response 
o4 ms 

one smilie, one hope —— 

Eloise 


face upon him, and gave him 


Thoughtlessly enough, turned 
her smiling 
her hand. 


1° 
nis 


“ And you give it to me at last, t 


hand, to crown my life!” he said,—for to 
his excited brain the trifling deed seem- 
ed the weighty event, and when he look- 


ed Eloise still Only 


for a second, though, for her processes of 


up was smiling. 


thought were not instantaneous, while to 
him it was one of Mahomet’s moments 
holding an eternity, and she smiled while 
she was thinking, thinking simply of her 
little h: n’s pleasure. She tried 
But Mr. Marlboro’ 
did not know that his grasp upon it was 


under 


indmaide 
to rel ase | 

a vice, for an artificial 
-very action is as intense as the 
itself. And as she found it 


impossible to free 
I 


fired fancy 
it without visible vio- 
lence, other thoughts visited Eloise. Why 
Who else 
What object had her lone- 
Speak sweetly as they might, 


should she not give it to him ? 

cared for it ? 

ly life ? 

what one of her old gallants forgot her 

loss of wealth ? Here was a man to make 

happy, here was a heart to rest upon, 
] 


here was a slave of his own passions to 
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free. 


set 
live with Mr. St. George for her haughty 


Why should she continue to 
master, when here was this man at her 
feet? Why, but that suddenly the con- 
smote her that she loved the one 


and despised the other, that she 


viction 
adored 
the master and despised the slave ? And 
she snatched away her hand. 

Just then Mr. St. George was coming 
down the piazza again, on his prome- 
he spoke to 
Pass- 
their 
he thought, 


nade, his head bent low as 
the clinging little lady on his arm. 
Eloise, as he raised his face, 


She was doing, 


ing 
eyes met. 
that he had disadvised, 
he looked 
long, a derisive smile curling his proud 
That ‘“« He 
exclaimed Eloise to herself. 
He thinks I love him! 


never shall be 


the very thing 
and, as if to warn her afresh, 
knows 
“ He 

He 
sure of it!” And turn- 
¢ down and 
ay, she laid he r hand in Marlt 
Hi 


in the shadow, pre ssing it 


lip. was enough. 
i” 
believes it ! 
ing once more, her face hung do 


aw 0ro’s, 


without a word or a elance. bent 


low over it 
with his fervent lips, murmuring, “ Mine! 
mine at last! my own!” And St. George 
saw the whole. 

Just then a little sail crept in sight 
from where they stood, winding down the 
creek at the foot of the lawn. 

‘* Oh, how delightful to be on the wa- 
ter to-night!” « 

- You ] 
Mr. St. 


that seemed st 


ied Laura Murray. 
to 


ave but 


said 


un gayety 


command,” 
George, with a cert 
ft Ts al at 

ruck out like sparks against 
the flinty fact of the late occurrence,— 
and half 


turf to the shore. 


the party trooped down the 
The boats were afloat 


Mr. Marl- 


boro’ and Eloise were just one instant 


and laden before one knew it. 
too late. Laura Murray shook a tri- 
umphant handkerchief at them, and St. 
George feathered his oar, pausing a mo- 
it as if he would return, and then 
gave a great sweep and his boat fairly 
leaped over the water. 
Mr. Marlboro’ did not hesitate. There 
was the sail they had first seen, now on 


the point of being lowered beneath the 


alder-bushes by the 


young hunters who 


had sought shore for the night. Gold 
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slipped from one hand to another, a word, 
a name, and a promise. Eloise was on 
board, expecting Mrs. Arles and Mrs. 
Houghton to follow. Marlboro’ sprang 
upon the end, and drew in the rope be- 
hind him, waving the other ladies a fare- 
well; the sails were stretched again, the 
rudder shipped, and wing and wing they 
went skimming down the channel, past 
the little fleet of wherries, ploughing the 
shallow current into foam and spray on 
their wild career. 

** Marlboro’ is mad! 


with a whitening cheek. 


said St. George, 


Marlboro’, standing up, one arm about 


the mast, and catching the slant beam of 


the late-rising moon on his face, that 


shone awfull; intent, saluted 
an ironical cheer, and dashed 


held the til 


rapt and 
them with 


on. Eloise the mo- 


ment, still pulsating with her late emo- 


ller for 


tions, not above a trifling play of vanity, 
welcoming the exhilaration of a race, 


where she might half forget her trouble, 


and pleased with a vague anticipation of 


some intervention that might recall the 


word which even in these five dragging 
moments had already begun 


heart like 
in the 


to corrode 
and eat into her a rusting fet- 


ter. The oarsmen wherries bent 


their muscles to the strife, the boats 


danced over the tiny crests, the ladies 
sang their breeziest sea-songs to cheer 
them at the work. The sail-boat round- 
ed a curve and was almost out of sight. 
“ Oars never caught sails yet,” mut- 
tered St. George, and he put his boat to 
the shore. “ Tl Murray, try your 


As for 


and he sprang upon the 


lazy mettle, and take my oar. 
me, I'm off,” 
bank, sending the boat spinning off into 
the current again from his foot. In ten 
minutes a horseman went galloping by 
on the high-road skirting the shore, with 
a pace like that of the Spectre of the 
Storm. 

- Now, Mr. Marll oro’,” 
“ shall we not turn back, victorious ? ” 

“ Turn ?” said Marlboro’, shaking loose 
another fold of the linen. “I never turn! 
Look your last on the tiny tribe,~we 


shall see them no more! 


said Eloise, 


” 


The Rim. 


[ June, 


Eloise sprang to her feet. He caught 
her hand and replaced her ; his face was 
so white that it shone, there was a wild 
glitter in his eye, and the smile that 
brooded over her had something in it 
absolutely terrific. 

“We have gone far enough,” said 
Eloise, resolutely. “ I wish to rejoin my 
friends.” 

‘You are with me!” said Marlboro’, 
proudly. 

She was afraid to say another word, 
for to oppose him now in his exultant 
rage might only work the mood to frenzy. 
The creek had widened almost to a river, 
—the sea was close at hand, with its great 
She looked at the hori- 
zon and the hill for help, but none came ; 


tumbling surf. 


destruction was before them, and on they 
flew. 

Marlboro’ stood now, and steadied the 
tiller with his foot. 

“This is motion!” said he. “ We fly 
The view- 
less wind comes roaring out of the black 
region of the East, it fills the high heav- 


en, it roars on to the uttermost undula- 


upon the wings of the wind |! 


tion of the atmosphere, and we are a part 
of it! We are only a mote upon its 
breath, a dust-atom driven before it 


Eloise, — and yet one great happiness is 
greater than it, drowns it in 
flood of 


” 


n. 


a vaster 
viewless power, can whisper to 


How should Eloise contradict him ? 
With 


only snatch her in his arms and plunge 


such rude awakening, he might 
down to death. 
the fear. 

“ Yes, Eloise,” 


both here, life 


Perhaps he half divined 
he said. “ They are 
and death, at our beck! 
I can take you to my heart, one instant 
the tides divide, then they close above 
us, and you are mine for ever and ever 
and only, — sealed mine beneath all this 
We hear 


the gentle lapping of the ripples on the 


crystal sphere of the waters ! 
shore, we hear the tones of evening-bells 
swim out and melt above us, we hear 
the oar shake off its shower of tinkling 
drops,—up the jewel-strewn deeps of 


heaven the planets hang out their golden 
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lamps to light our slumbers! Heart to count out its throbs in some far purple 


heart and lip to lip, we are at rest, we island of the main, prolonged who knows 
are at peace, nothing comes between us, how far ?—love shall make for us perpet- 
our souls have the eternities in which to ual youth, there shall no gloom enter our 
mingle - Eden, perfect solitude and perfect bliss ! 
shudder, and turned Alone, we two in our pride and our joy 

dream, blazing full upon her. can defy the powers of any other heaven, 

then, is best!” he cried. “ But we shall become gods ourselves ! Up 


alone, life where we helm and away! Life is best!” 


THE NEVA. 


[ WALK, as in a dream, 
Beside the sweeping stream, 
Wrapped in the summer midnight’s amber haze : 
Serene the temples stand, 
And sleep, on either hand, 


The palace-fronts along the granite quays. 


Where golden domes, remote, 
Above the sea-mist float, 
The river-arms, dividing, hurry forth ; 
And Peter’s fortress-spire, 
A slender lance of fire, 
Still sparkles back the splendor of the North. 


The pillared angel soars 
Above the silent shore 63 
Dark from his rock the horseman hangs in air; 
And down the watery line 
The exiled Sphinxes pine 


For Karnak’s morning in the mellow g 


] 
| 


are. 


I hear, amid the hush, 
The restless current’s rush, 
The Neva murmuring through his crystal zone : 
A voice portentous, deep, 
To charm a monarch’s sleep 


With dreams of power resistless as hi 


Strong from the stormy Lake, 
Pure from the springs that break 
In Valdai vales the forest’s mossy floor, 
Greener than beryl-stone 
From fir woods vast and lone, 
In one full stream the braided currents pour. 
46 
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Build up your granite piles 

Around my trembling isles,” 
I hear the River’s scornful Genius say : 

“* Raise for eternal time 

Your palaces sublime, 


And flash your golden turrets in the day ! 


“ But in my waters cold 
A mystery I hold, — 

Of empires and of dynasties the fate : 
I bend my haughty will, 


Unchanged, unconquered still, 


And smile to note your triumph: mine can wait. 


“ Your fetters I allow, 
As a strong man may bow 

His sportive neck to meet a child’s command, 
And curb the conscious power 
That in one awful hour 


Could whelm your halls and temples where they stand. 


‘“* When infant Rurik first 
His Norseland mother nursed, 
My willing flood the future chieftain bore : 
To Alexander’s fame 
I lent my ancient name, 
What time my waves ran red with Pagan gore. 


“ Then Peter came. I laughed 
To feel his little craft 

Borne on my bosom round the marshy isles : 
His daring dream to aid, 
My chafing floods I laid, 


And saw my shores transfixed with arrowy piles. 


‘I wait the far-off day 
When other dreams shall sway 
The House of Empire builded by my side, — 
Dreams that already soar 
From yonder palace-door, 


And cast their wavering colors on my tide, — 


‘¢ Dreams where white temples rise 
Below the purple skies, 

By waters blue, which winter never frets, — 
Where trees of dusky green 
From terraced gardens lean, 


And shoot on high the reedy minarets. 


‘“* Shadows of mountain-peaks 
Vex my unshadowed creeks ; 
Dark woods o’erhang my silvery birchen bowers ; 
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And islands, bald and high, 
Break my clear round of sky, 


And ghostly odors blow from distant flowers. 


“ Then, 


re the cold winds chase 


These visions from my face, 


I see the starry phantom of a crown, 


Beside whose blazing gold 


This cheating pomp is cold, 


A moment hover, as the veil drops down. 


* Build on! 


That day shall see 


My streams forever free. 


Swift as the wind, 


and silent as the snow, 


The frost shall split each wall: 


Your domes shall crack and fall: 


My bolts of ice I 


In thousand sparkles o’er 


shall strike your barriers low ! 


” 


the city fell : 


Life’s rising murmur drowned 


The Neva where he wound 


Between his isles : 


he keeps his secret well. 


ROBSON. 


In the whole of London there is not a 
dirtier, narrower, and more disreputable 


thoroughfare than Wych Street. It runs 
] 


from that lowest part of Drury Lane where 


Nell 


stood at her door in very primitive cos- 


Gtvyyn onee had her lodgings, and 


tume to see the milkmaids go a-Maying, 


and parallel to Holywell Street and the 
Strand, into the church-yard of St. Clem- 
nts Danes. No good, it was long sup- 

come out of Wych 
The place had borne an evil 
Up a horrible little 


court branching northward from it good 


eould ever 
» for centuries. 
old George Cruikshank once showed me 


the house where Jack Sheppard, the rob- 
ber and prison - breaker, served his ap- 


prenticeship to Mr. Wood, the carpenter ; 


and on a beam in the loft of this house 
Jack is said to have carved his name. 


lis ut 


omes, per- 


When the pavement of the Stran 
der repair, Wych Street be 
force, the principal channel of communi- 
cation between the east and the west end: 
and Theodore Hook used to Say that he 
never passed through Wych Street in a 
} 


hackney-coach without being blocked up 


] 


by a hearse and a coal-wagon in the van, 


and a mud-cart and the Lord Mayor’s car- 
riage in the rear. Wych Street is among 
the highways we English are ashamed to 
show to foreigners. We have threatened 
to pull it down bodily, any time these two 
hundred years, and a portion of the south- 
ern side, on which the old Lyons Inn 
abutted, has indeed been razed, prepara- 
tory to the erection of a grand metropol- 
itan hotel on the American system; but 
the funds appear not to be forthcoming ; 


the sch’ me languishes; and, on the other 
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side of the street, another le 
New Inn, flourish 


ness, immovable in the strength of vested 


gal hostelry, 


still es in weedy damp- 
Tam 
f Wych 


quaint old Tudor 


interests. Many more years must, 


afraid, elap: : before we get rid of 
is full 


Street. It 


houses, with tall ; sie s, carved porches, 


and seeps nts; but the pictu- 


ann 
vl 
compensates but ill for the 


resque arance of these tenements 


ir being main- 
and de} 
ourings of the enormous 
Wych 
morally 
sh idiest 


ly dens of vice 


by the vilest offs 


wavity, inhabited 


city. Next to 
Street, | yrury 
physically, 
know. 


In Wych Street stands, nevertheless, 


Napoli senza sole an 
and 
street I 


Lane, is, 


about the 


an oasis in the midst of a desert, a pretty 
and commodious little theatre, called the 
Olympic. The entertainments here pro- 
vided have earned, for brilliance and ele- 
that the 
one of the 
British aris- 


gance, sO wi ll-deserv ed a repute, 


Olympic Theatre has become 


most favorite resorts of tl 


tocracy. The Brahminical classes appear 


yblivious of the yellow streak of caste, 


when they come hither. On four or five 


nights in every week during the season, 


Drury Lane is rendered well-nigh impass- 
able | y splendic uipages which have 
pane ei arquises and mem- 
bers of Pa Olympic. | 


lament 


quently, but » lamented death 
of Prince Albert, cht observe, if you 


passed through Wych Street in the 


prior 

you mi 
iore- 
1 with fad- 
a dingy, st 


noon, a little platform, cover 


and shaded by 


ed awning, extending from 


ed red cloth, ‘ip- 
one of the en- 


trance-doors of the Olympic to the edge 
The initiated became at 
Gracious Maj- 
The- 


atre that very evening. The Queen of 


of the sidewalk. 
once aware that Her Most 


esty intended to visit the Olympic 


England goes to theatres no more; but 
the Prince of Wales and his 
wife, the stout, 
Cambridge 


cess Mary, are 


pretty young 
good - tempered Duke of 
, and his sister, the bonny Prin- 
still constant 
Wych Street. So 


assemblage in this murkiest of streets, that 


Visitors to 


vorgeous 


is often the 


you are reminded of the days w ‘en the 


French noblesse, in all the pride o: hoops 
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and hair-powder, deigned to flock to the 
lowly wine-shop of Ramponneau. 

My business, 
Olympic Theatre, as it 


however, less with the 
at present ex- 
ists, than with its immediate pests 
About fifteen years 
Wych Street a queer, low - browed Kittle 


avo, there stood 


building with a rough wooden 


before it, 


portic Oo 


— not unlike such a portico as 
I have recently seen in front of a dilapi- 
dated inn at Culpepper, Vir 
with little 


resembling th 


inia, — and 
blinking windows, much 


} 


€ por t-hole s of i 


very 
a man-ol-war. 
According to tradition, the place had, in- 
Old King 


when he was not mad, 


deed, a kind of naval origin. 
ITl., 


or meddling with 


George who, 
was really a 


made 


politics, 
I 
kind of man, once 


good - natured 
Philip A 


prietor of the circus in South Lambeth, a 


stley, the riding-master, and pro- 
present of a dismantled seventy-four gun- 
With 
these timbers, some lath and plaster, a 
bricks, little Astley 
ran up a theatre dedi d to the 


interludes and burlettas, — 


ship captured from the French. 


few and a money, 
per- 
formance of 
that is, of pie es in which the dialogue 


was not — but sung, in order to 


avoid interference wit 
of Drury 
our day 
Olympic. ‘hen I 
first, it had fallen into a state of se 
‘radence. Nobody 
To lease the Olympic 


was to court 


h the patent-rights 
Lane and Covent Garden. In 

was known as the 
knew this theatre 
eming- 
succeed- 
Theatre 
bankrupt J and invite 


Vestris had been 


ly hopeless dec 
ed there. 
col- 
lapse. The charming 
its tenant for a while. There Liston and 
Wrench had delighted the town with their 
There many of 


most excellent fooling 


Planche’s most apart ing burle sques had 
been produced. There a perfect boudoir 
of agreen-room had been fitted up by Bar- 
tolozzi’s beautiful and witty daughter; and 
there Hook and Jerrold, 
and A* Beckett had uttered their wittiest 
But the 


was indomitable. 


Haynes Bayley 


destiny of 


There nae luck 


about the house ; and Eliza Vestris went 


sayings. the Olympic 


was 


bankrupt at last. Management after man- 
agement tried its fortunes in the doomed 


Desper- 


little house, but without success. 
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ate adventurers seized upon it as a last 
resource, or chose it as a place wherein 
to consummate their ruin. The Olympic 
was contiguous to the Insolvent Debtors’ 
Court, in Portugal Street, and from the 
paint-pots of the Olympic scene-room to 
the whitewash of the commercial tribu- 
nal there was but one step. 

It must 1848 that the 


famous comedian, William Farren, hav- 


have been in 
ing realized a handsome fortune as an 
actor, essay d to lose a considerable por- 
tion of his wealth by becoming a man- 
ager. He succeeded in the last-named 
ente rprise quite as completely as he had 
] I mean, that he lost 


done in the other: 
money in the Olympic 


a large sum of 
Theatre. He played all kinds of pieces : 


among others, he gave 


the public two 


very humorous burlesques, founded on 
Shakspeare’s plays of “ Macbeth” and 
“The Merchant of Venice.” The au- 
thors were two clever Oxford 
Frank Talfourd, the son of the po- 


young 
men: 
et-J udewe,—father and son are, alas! both 
dead,—and William Hale, the 


well-known Archdeacon and Master of 


son of the 
the Charter- House. Shakspearian bur- 
lesques were no novelty to the town. We 
spare of them. 
W. J. Hammond, the original Sam Wel- 


ler in the dramatized version of “ Pick- 


iad had enough and to 
had 


wick,” had made people laugh in “ Mac- 
beth 


ing to Act of Parliament.” 


Travestie ” and * Othello accord- 
The Olympic 
burlesques were slightly funnier, and not 
nearly so coarse as their forerunners ; 
but they were still of no striking salience. 
Poorly mounte 1, feebly played, — Save 
in one particular, — they drew but thin 
houses. Gradually, however, you began 
to hear at clubs and in critical coteries — 
at the Albion and the Garrick and the 
Café de Europe, at Evans’s and at Kil- 
pack’s, at the Réunion in Maiden Lane 
and at Rules’s oyster-room, where poor 
Albert Smith used to reign supreme — 
rumors about a new actor. The new man 
was playing Macbeth and Shylock in Tal- 
fourd and Hale’s parodies. He was a lit- 
tle stunted fellow, not very well-favored, 


not very young. Nobody—among the bod- 
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ies who were anybody — had ever heard 
of him before. Whence he came, or what 
he was, none knew ; but everyb «ly came 
For this little 


vith his hoarse voice and ner- 


at last to care. stunted 
creature, 
vous gestures and grotesque delivery, 
his snarls, his leers, his hunchings of the 
shoulders, his contortions of the limbs, his 
gleaming of the eyes, and his grindings 
of the teeth, was a genius. He became 
town-talk. He speedily grew famous. He 
has been an English, I might almost say 
a European, I might almost say a world- 
wide celebrity ever since ; and his name 
was FREDERICK Rosson. 


Eventually it was known, when the 


town grew inquisitive, and critics 
were compelled to ferret o antece- 
dents, that the new actor had already 
attained middle age, —that he had been 


vegetating for years in that obscurest 
and most miserable of all dramatic posi- 
tions, the low comedian of a country the- 
atre, — that he had come timidly to Lon- 
don and accepted at a low salary the post 
of buffoon at a half-theatre halfésaloon in 
the City Road, called ifferently the 
* Grecian” and the “ Eagle,” where he 
had danced and tumbled, and sung comic 
' 


songs, and delivered the dismal waggeries 


set down for him, without any marked 
i He 


was a quiet, unassuming little man, this 


success, and almost without notice. 
Robson, seemingly without vanity and 
without ambition. He had a wife and 
family to maintain, and drew his twenty- 
five or thirty shillings weekly with per- 
fect patience and resignation. 

A weary period, however, elapsed be- 
tween his appearance at the Olympic and 
The 


critics and the connoisseurs talked about 


his realization of financial success. 


him a long time before the public could be 
persuaded to go and see him, or the man- 
That 
house with the wooden portico was in the 
At last the wretched remnant of 


ager to raise his salary. doomed 
way. 
the French seventy-four caught fire and 
Its ill-luck 


A poor actor, 


was burned to the ground. 
was consistent to the last. 
named Bender, had engaged the Olym- 


pic for a benefit. He was to pay twenty 
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He had 


just sold nineteen pounds’ worth of tick- 


pounds for the use of the house. 


ets, and trusted to the casual receipts at 
the door for his profits. At a few min- 
utes before six o’clock, having to play in 
the first pies e, he pro eeded to the the- 
atre, and entered his dressing-room. By 
half-past six the whole house was in a 
Bender, 


ly time to save himself; and his coat, with 


blaze. half undressed, had on- 


the nineteen pounds in the pocket, fell a 


prey to the flames. After this, will you 


tell me that there is not-such a thing as 
ill-luck ? 
The Olympic arose “ like a pheenix from 


1 — 
less poetical, 


I 
. 
a wealthy tradesman — a cheesemonger, 


To use language 


I think — found the capital to build up 
a new theatre. The second edifice was 
elegant, and almost splendid ; but in the 
commencement it seemed fated to under- 
go as evil fortune as its precursor. I can- 
not exactly remember whether it was in 
the old or the new Olympie—but I think 


it was in the new one —that the notori- 
ous Walter Watts ran a brief and sump- 


He produced 


many pie ces, some of them his own, in a 


tuous Career as manager. 


; S 
most luxurious manner. He was a man 


about town, a viveur, a dandy; and it 
turned out that Walter 


Watts had been, all along, a clerk in the 


one mornin 
Globe Insurance Oilice, at a salary of a 
hundred and fifty pounds a year; and 
that he had swindled his employers out 


of enormous sums of money. He was 
tried, nominally for stealing “a piece of 
” being a check 


which he had abstracted ; but it was un- 


paper, Value one penny, 


derstood that his defalcations were little 
short of ninety thousand pounds ster- 
ling. Watts was convicted, and senten- 
ced to ten y ears’ transp¢ wtation. The poor 
wretch was not of the heroically villa- 
nous mould in which the dashing criminals 
who came after him, Robson and Red- 
path, were cast. He was troubled with 
a conscience. He had drunk himself in- 
to delirium tremens ; and starting from his 
pallet one night in a remorseful frenzy, 
he hanged himself in the jail. 

It was during the management of Al- 


7 
Robson. 
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fred Wigan at the New Olympic that 
Frederick Robson began to be heard of 
again. An old, and not a very clever 
farce, by one of the Brothers Mayhew, 
entitled ** The Wandering Minstrel,” had 
been revived. In this farce, Robson was 
engaged to play the part of Jem Baggs, 
an itinerant vocalist and flageolet-player, 
who, in tattered attire, roams about from 
town to town, making the air hidcous with 
‘formances. 


his } 


The part was a paltry 
one, and Robson, who had been engaged 


mainly at the instance of the manager’s 
wife, a very shrewd and appreciative la- 
dy, who persisted in declaring that the 
had 
‘something in him,” eked it out by sing- 
ing an absurd ditty called *“ Vilikins and 
his Dinah.” 


“ Vilikins ” were, if not literally as old 


ex-low-comedian of the Grecian 


The words and the air of 


as the hills, considerably older than the 
The story told 


a father’s cruelty, a 


age of Queen Elizabeth. 
in the ballad, of 
daughter’s anguish, a sweetheart’s de- 
spair, and the ultimate suicide of both 
the rs, is, albeit couched in uncouth 


and ¢ 


language, as pathetic as 


the tragedy of “* Romeo and Juliet.” Rob- 


son gave every stanza a nonsensical re- 


rotes jue 


frain of “ Right tooral lol looral, right 
tooral lol lay.” At 


, 
ence was convulsed 


imes, when his audi- 
with merriment, he 
would come to a halt, and gravely ob- 
serve, ** This is not a comic song”; but 
London was soon unanimous that such 
exquisite comicality had not been heard 
for many a long year. “ Vilikins and his 
Dinah” created a furore. My country- 
men are always going mad about some- 
thing; and Englishmen and Englishwom- 
en all agreed to go crazy about “ Vili- 


kins.” 


every lip. 


oe Right tooral lol looral ” was on 
tobson’s portrait as Jem Baggs 
was in every shop-window. <A newspa- 
per began an editorial with the first line 
in “ Vilikins,” — 

“It's of a liquor-merchant who in London did 

dwell.” 

A Judge of Assize absolutely fined the 
High Sheriff of a county one hundred 
pounds for the mingled contempt shown 
in neglecting to provide him with an es- 
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cort of javelin-men and introducing the 
7 Right tooral lol looral ” 


into a speech delivered at the opening 


irrepressible 


of circuit. Nor was the song all that was 


wonderful in Jem Baggs. His “ make- 


up” was superb. The comic genius of 


Robson asserted itself in an inimitable 


lagging gait, an unequalled snivel, a coat 


and pantaloons every patch on and ev- 


ery rent in which were artistic, and a hat 
inconceivably battered, crunched, and 


bule 1 out of rmal, and into pre ternat- 
ural shap: 
New triumphs awaited him. In the 


burlesque of * The Yellow 


Dwarf,” he 


il 
showed a mastery of the grotesque which 


terrible. 


Years before, 


, he had personated a red- 


approached 
in Mach 
headed, fire 


Scotchman, 


-eating, whiskey - drinking 

and in Shylock, a servile, 
fawning, obsequious, yet, when emergen- 
cy arose, a passionate and vindictive Jew. 
In the 
diced embodiment of a spirit of Oriental 


ifty, malevolent, greedy, insatiate, 


Yellow Dwarf he was the jaun- 


wkery, mimicry, lubricity, 
and spit an Afrit, a Djinn, a Ghoul, a 
spawn of Sheitan. How that monstrous 
orange-tawny head grinned and wagged ! 
How those flaps of ears were projected 
forwards, like unto those of a dog! How 
' 


balefully those atrabilious eyes glistened 


You laughed, and yet you shuddered. 


He spoke in mM 


doggerel and slang. He 


sang trump¢ ry songs to negro melodies. 
He danced the 
1 out 


yet did he contrive to infuse into all this 


Lancashire clog-hornpipe : 


he rattle puns and conundrums ; 


mummery and buffoonery, into this sal- 


magundi of the incongruous and the outré, 


an unmistakably tragic element,—an ele- 


h and strength and pas- 


ment of dep 
sion, and almost of sublimity. The moun- 


The Jack Pud- 


ding suddenly drew the cothurnus over 


tebank became inspired. 


his clogs. You were awe-stricken by the 
intensity, the vehemence, he threw into 
the mean balderdash of the burlesque- 
monger. These qualities were even more 
apparent in his subsequent personation of 
Medea, in Robert Brough’s parody of the 


Franco - Italian tragedy. The love, the 
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hate, the scorn, of the abandoned wife 
of Jason, the diabolie loathing in which 
she holds Creiisa, the tigerish affection 
with which she regards the children whom 
she is afterwards to slay,—all these were 
portrayed by Robson, through the medi- 
um, be it always remembered, of dogger- 
el and slang, with astonishing force: and 
vigor. The original Medea, the great 
Ristori herself, came to see Robson, and 
was delighted with and amazed at him. 
She scarcely 


English, but the actor’s genius struck her 


understood two words of 
home through the bull’s- hide target of 
an unknown tongue. “ Uomo straordina- 
rio!” she went away saying. 

I have anticipated the order of his suc- 
cesses, but at this distance of time and 
places I can keep no chronological count 
of them. Robson has always alternated 
the serio-comic burlesque with pure farce, 
and after Jem Baggs his brightest hits 
have been in the deaf ostler in “‘ Boots at 
the 


” 


Swan ” and the discharged criminal 
in * Retained for the Defence.” In the 
burlesque of “* Masaniello,”’ he had an 
opportunity —which some thought would 
prove a magnificent one to him—of show- 
ing the grotesque side of insanity ; but, 
for some reason or other, the part seemed 
distasteful to him. It may have been re- 
pugnant to his eminently sensitive spirit 
to exhibit the ludicrous aspect of the 
most dreadful of human infirmities. A 
pe ste , Jame , be lo, et dementia libera nos, 
Domine! Pe rhaps the piece itself was 
At all events, ‘* Masaniello” had 


but a brief run. A drunken man, a jeal- 


weak. 


ous man, a deaf man, a fool, a vagabond, 
a demon, a tyrant, Robson could marvel- 
lously depict: in the crazy Neapolitan 
fisherman he either failed or was unwill- 
ing to excel. I had been fora long pe ri- 
od extremely solicitous to see Robson un- 
dertake the part of Sir Giles Overreach in 
“A New Way to pay Old Debts.” You 
know that Sir Giles, after the discovery 
of the obliterated deed, goes stark star- 
ing mad. I should have wished to see 
him assume Edmund Kean’s own char- 
acter in the real play itself; but Robson 
was nervous of venturing on a purely 
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“legitimate” réle. I was half persuaded 
to write a burlesque on “ A New Way to 
pay Old Debts,” and Robson had prom- 
ised to do his very best with Sir Giles ; 
but a feeling, half of laziness, and half of 
reverence for the fine old drama, came 
over me, and I never got farther than 
the first scene. 

By this time some of the foremost dram- 
atists in London thought they could dis- 
cern in Robson latent characteristics of a 
nature far more elevated than those which 
his previous performances had brought 
into play. It was decided by those who 
had a right to render an authoritative 
verdict, that he would shine best in that 
call 


was thought his broad fun, rus- 


which we the “domestic drama.” 
Here it 
tic waggery, and curious mastery of pro- 
vineial dialect might admirably contrast 
with the melodramatic intensity, and the 
homely, but touching pathos of which in 
so eminent a degree he was the master. 
He nce 
deliberately to his measure and capacity, 
of “ Daddy Hardacre,” “ The 


Knot,” “The Chimney - Corner.’ 


the dramas, written expressly and 
Porter’s 
and } 
When I say written, I mean, of course, 
translated. Our foremost dramatists have 
not yet ceased to borrow from the French ; 
but, like the gy psies, they so skilfully mu- 
tilate the children they have stolen, that 
the theft becomes almost impossible to de- 
tect. Not one person in five hun lred, for 
instance, would discover at first sight 
that a play so apparently English in con- 
ception and structure as the “ Ticket-of- 
Leave Man” is, in reality, a translation 
from the French. 

The success achieved by Robson in the 
dramas I have named was extended, and 
In Daddy Hardacre, a 
skilful adaptation of the usurer in Bal- 
“EE 


mendous. 


was genuine. 


zac’s ugénie Grandet,” he was tre- 
It made me more than ever 
wishful to see him in the griping, ruthless 
Overreach, foiled at 


last in his wicked 


ambition and driven to frenzy by the de- 
struction of the document by which he 


Mo- 
liére’s Avare I thought he would have 


thought to satisfy his lust of gain. 


acted wonderfully; Ben Jonsou’s Vol- 


> 
R ooson. 
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pone, in “ The Fox,” he would surely have 
understood, and powerfully rendered. In 
the devoted father of “ The Porter’s Knot” 
he was likewise most excellent : quiet, un- 
affected, unobtrusive, never forcing sen- 
timent upon you, never obt lining tears 
by false pret neces, but throughout s lid, 
I came at 


. . es 
the conviction, that, 


sterling, natural, admirable. 


last, however, to 
marked as was the distinction gained by 
this good actor in parts such as these, 
and as the lighthouse-keeper— the char- 
acter originally sustained in private by 
Charles Dick Wilkie 

play, domestic drama was not his forte ; 
} 


his fortissimo. 


ns — in Collins's 


or, rather, that it was not 


In fantastic burlesque, in the comic - ter- 


rible, he was unrivalled and inimitable. 
In the 
be surpassed, but he might be approach- 
ed. Webster, Emery, Addison, 
play Daddy Harda or the father in 
“ The Porter’s Knot” ; but none but him- 
self could at once awe and convulse in 
Medea and thé low Dwarf. 


domestic 


domestic drama he could hardly 


17 
could 


These 


dramas interested, however, as 


much by their subject as by the excel- 


lence of his acting. Moreover, the public 


are apt sometimes to ¢ 


ar I py 


row weary of bur- 
lesques, — their eternal grimacing and 
word - torturing and negro-singing and 
Thenx Ss 


dancing. for parody become 


++] ] = 
without long surcease, 


exhausted, and, 


would not bear repetition. You may 


grow puns, like tobacco, until the soil 


is utterly worn out. The burlesque-writ- 
too, exhibited signs of weariness ‘and 
feebleness. Planché 


Heralds’ Cx lege. 


Broughs dic a. 


ers, 
the 
The cleverest of the 


retired into 
His surviving brother 
Talfourd went to the law 
Hale 


younger genera- 


was stupid. 
before he found an early grave. 
India. The 


scarcely fit to 


went to 


tion were write panto- 


mimes, and it was not always Christmas. 
had 
ger, and thought, perhaps, that weightier 
parts became him. In copartnership with 


Mr. had Alfred 


Wigan as lessee of the Olympic, and 


Besides, Robson become a mana- 


Emden, he suck eeded 


there I hope he has realized a fortune. 


But whenever his brief vacations occur- 
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red, and a ike he proceeded to turn 
into gold by devoting to perform- 
atres those days and 


them 

ces in country-t 

vhich should properly have been 

rest and peace, he proved faith- 

gs and 
- 


lV el- 


old loves, and Jem Ba 
an, Medea and the 


‘f, continued to be his favorite 


in England 
“modern a t- 


were frst 


Robs 


“ys 
A month’s 


. : 
rom London always 


n alarming depletion in 
reasury. Unhappily, these 


] } 


late years become more 


and more prol ng- 


hm, I 


x period without news from 
] 


failed have 


I much fear that the heyday 
The 


Kean, in 


h and strength is past. 
Edmund 


e, a shattered wreck, can- 


h m ide 


rought home to Frederick Rob- 
rs, the wildest and the wick- 
ve been circulated about him, 

+] hi; : 
ery otner public man ; 


7 
bellet, 


know ledge and 


destitute of foundation. 


ye : 
in Beaumarchais’s play, 
udded some very pregnant 
memorable counsel, “ Calom- 


. , 
é2, en resullera toujours 


He should have taugh 


q uelque 
the wo ‘the world wants teaching 
iulumniate. 


The following 
recipe Ww be found, I think, infallible. 
If your enemy be a man of studious and 
retired habits, hint that he has gone 
mad ; if you see him alone at a theatre 
h, report that he is separated 

and in any case, dec lare 

lrinks. He can’t disprove it. If 


lrinks water out-of-doors, he may drink 


[f h 


+ may reel in the parlor. 


like a fish at home. walks str 


on the street. 
Thus, scores of times, the gossip-mon- 
provincial papers — the 

own correspondents,” who 


and 


v,. where er that 


a curse to Ir 
sor let} 
found — have attributed the 
health and the intermittent 
from the stave of the great 
over-fondness for bi andy -an 


sorrowful secret of all this 


hend, that poor Robson ha 
bes overworking himself, 
terly 

upon his 

imposed upon then 

Dame 


whether she frown, 


Fortune, whet! 


Over 


quaily tyrannize 


and in poverty does she exact 
. 1 1 . . 
of flesh or the pound of soul. 


seasons in a man’s life when 


a radiant savageness cr! 
hi ‘“ Confound you! you sha 
fifty thousand a year”; and she dri 


him onward to the goal quite 


morselessly as ever slave - owner 
negro into a rice - ground. 


that is made of golden wi 


4 } 
quite as much, 1 opine, as the cowhide 
And when, at last, the fortunate ma 


cries ol “| un rich, I have enough, 


iudite nune alios, I wiil 


and fret myself no more, I will 

son my dividends, and sit me down 
under my own fig-tree,” — Fortune d 

misses him with a sneer: “* Retire, if you 

like!” 

cag 

hy pot nonaria and 
the palsy, with you. 


I should be 


when I fo bac Ky 


cries the implac able, ‘“* but take 


yout and 


iui, take g 
ee 2 , 
infinitely rejoiced to hear, 


that Robson is 


ones 


more a hale and valid man. It is 


that he cou 


We 


tritest of platitudes to say 
ill be spared by the English stage. 


oO xd actor. As well 


never can spare a § 
i 


; 
:} , , 
can we spare a good DOOK or a good pic- 


there would 


be much cause 


for gratulation, if Robson were spared, 


ture. ut 


ere his powers finitively decline, to 
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visit the United States. The Ameri- 
ean people ought to see Robson. They 
have had our tragedians, good, bad, and 
indifferent. They have filled the pock- 
ets of William Macready and of Charles 
Kean with dollars. They have heard 
our men-singers and our women-singers, 
and the birds 
The most 


—the birds that can sing, 
that can’t sing, but will sing. 
Buckstone and 


notable of our drolls, 


Keeley, have been here, and have re- 


ceived a cordial welcome. But Robson 


has hitherto been lacking on this side 
the Atlantic. That he would be thor- 
oughly appreciated by the theatrical 
public of America I cannot for one in- 
stant doubt. It is given to England to 
produce eccentrics, but for other nations 
to understand them better than the Eng- 
lish do. The Germans are better crit- 
ics of the satire of Hog rth, the French 
of the humor of Sterne, and the Amer- 
icans of the philosophy of Shakspeare, 
than we to whose country those illustri- 
ous belong. In Boston, in New York, 
in Philadelphia, crowded and enthusi- 
astic audiences would, I venture to fore- 
tell, hang on the utterances of Robson, 
and expound to their own entire satis- 


DY - play his 
- ’ 


idle, in 


faction his most eloquent 


subtlest gestures. It would be 
the endeavor to give him something like 


a palpable aspect to people who have 


never seen him, to compare him with 
other great actors yet extant, or who 


have gone before. In his bursts of pas- 
D } 


sion, in his vehement soliloquies, in the 


soul-harrowing force of his simulated in- 


vective, he is said to resemble Edmund 
Kean; but how are you to judge of an 


actor who in his comic moments cer- 
tainly approaches the 


image we have 


formed to ourselves of Munden and Dow- 


R he 
Loosen. 


[ June, 


ton, of Bannister and Suett? 
that he is a Genius, and the Prince of 


To say 


Eccentrics, is perhaps the only way to 
cut the Gordian knot of criticism in his 
instance. 

Let me add, in conclusion, that Rob- 
son, off the stage, is one of the mildest, 
modestest, most men. 


I re- 


member, a dozen years since, and when 


unassuming of 
Painfully nervous he always was. 
I was personally unacquainted with him, 


writing in some London newspaper a 
eulogistic criticism on one of his per- 


formances. I learned from friends that 
he had 


pressed himself as deeply grateful to me 


read the article, and had ex- 


for it. I just knew him by sight ; but for 


months afterwards, if I met him in the 
street, he used to blush crimson, and 
made as sudden a retreat round the near- 
est corner as was possible. He said af- 
terwards that he had n’t the courage to 
thank me. 


and came to know him very well; and 


I brought him to bay at last, 
then I discovered how the nervousness, 
the bashfulness, the mauvaise honte, which 
made him so shy and retiring in private, 
stood him in wonderful stead on the stage. 


became 


The nervous man the fretful and 
capricious tyrant of mock tragedy; the 
bashful man warmed at the foot-lights 
with passion and power. ‘The manner 
which in society was a drawback and a 
defect became in the pursuit of his art 
What new 


parts may be created for Robson, and 


a charm and an excellence. 


how he will acquit himself in them, I can- 
not presume to prophesy ; but it is cer- 
tain that he has already done enough to 
win for himself in the temple of dramatic 
fame a niche all the more to be envied, 
as its form and pattern must be, like its 


occupant, unprecedented and original. 
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THE PARALLEL ROADS OF 


[uEeRE are phenomena in Nature which 
give the Clue to 80 Many of its myste- 


ries that their correct interpretation leads 


broadest generalizations 
id advance of science in 

The explanation of one 
very local and limited problem may clear 
iteral ones, since its solu- 
the answer to a whole set of 
kindred inquiries. 


1 > 


of Glen Roy 


up many co 
tion includes 
The - paralle ] roads 2 
For 
have been the sul 


ffer such a problem. 
half a century they 4 


the 


ject of patient investigation and 
natural 


al 
and 


until 


ld " 7 +} 
boldest sper To them 


philosophers have returned again 


their theories, and 


I 
to test 


illy understood no steady or 


} } 
permanent advance can be made 


various views which they have sug¢ 


to differs bservers. The theory of the 
formatiot lakes by barriers, presented 
McCulloch and Sir T. Lauder-Dick, 
that of 


by 
inental upheavals and sub- 
idvocated by Sir Charles Lyell 


irles Darwin, that of inundations 


sidenc 
and Cl 
by rreat floods 
H. D. Rogers and Sir George 

zie, that of glacia brou 


f } ] lacs 
li, Nave bee n duly GISsCUSS- 


. maintained by Prof ssor 


ken- 
: : 

i action, 
ward by mys 


o- s ¢ 
auilicuit Case ; 


ed with reference to this 


ins a mooted point : 


se theories which shall stand 
time and repeated examina- 
tion and be eventually accepted will ex- 


lem besides 


lve, and lead 


plain many a pro 
was meant to 


ss in other directions. 


progre 
I propos he re to reconsider 
of the case, and to present anew my own 


explanation of them, now more than 


twenty years old, but which I have nev- 
er had an opportunity of publishing in 
detail under a popular form, though it 
appeared in the scientific journals of the 
day. 


Before considering, however, the phe- 


aa >...) PB ? > ow . . . 
The Parallel Roads of Glen Roy, in Scotland. 


GLEN ROY, IN SCOTLAND. 


nomena of Glen Roy, or the special ola- 


I 
Scotland and 


the other British Isles, let us see 


cial areas scattered over 
what 


general evidence we have 


} aca 
iaciers 


The 
, 


the risk 


that g 
ever existed at all in that realm. 
will 


reader pardon nu 


of repetition, I sum u ere the indica- 
’ 


dge ol gia- 


present exist, must be 


tions which, from our knowk 


ciers as they at 
admitted, wherever they are found, as 


proof of their former existence. Such 


a summary may serve cuide to 


look for glacial traces 


those who would 
where they have not hitherto been sought. 


In the first place, we have to consider 


the singular abrasion of the surfaces over 


which the glacier has moved, quite unlike 


that produced by the action of water. 


We have seen that such surfaces, wher- 
the 


‘ . ’ 
ever lacier- marks have not been 


- 
erased by some subsequent action, have 


several unfailing characteristics: they 


are highly polished, and they are also 


marked with scratches or fine strie, 


with grooves and deeper furrows. Where 


best preserved, the smooth surfaces are 


1 


lustre like stone 


shining; they have a 
ifici olished by 


’ . . 
or marbie artinciaily } the 

a Pre , 
combined friction and 


pressure of some 


harder material than itself until all its 


inequalities have been completely lev- 


and clossy. 


elled 
Any 


as an example of this kind of glacier- 


its surface has become 
marble mantel-piece may serve 
worn suriace. 

The levelling and abrading action of 
water on rock has an entirely different 
character. Tides or currents driven pow- 
erfully 


and constantly against a rocky 
shore, and bringing with them hard mate- 
rials, may produce blunt, smooth surfaces, 
such as the repeated blows of a hammer on 
stone would cause ; but they never bring 
it to a high polish, because, the grinding 
materials not being held steadily down, 
the 
rocky surfaces against which they move, 


in firm, permanent contact with 


as is the case with the glacier, but, on 
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and 


ae 
vound, making a 


da shed to 
strike 


sion of blows, but never a continuous, un- 
interrupted pressure and friction. The 
same is tr all the marks made on 


rocky shores against which loose ma- 
tart 
Thev are 


mentary 


rials are driven by water - currents. 
disconnected, frag 


- 
the lines dri 


et in the elaci 
whethe 


and 


nuous, 


fine or strong and 
rroken 


In- 


en * that we have beneath 


often unt 


deep, are 


for long distances, and rectilinear. 


every glacier a complete apparatus ad apt- 
ed to all the r ts described above. In 
the softer fi cround to the finest 


cumbent mass we 


tiner or 


only ar 

rupted 

they are a 

chan 

the ic 

trend of the 

variety of 

the intermitte 

cessively at different 


The 


metimes present a suc- 


clers running 


angles over same surfaces 


deeper erooves 
cession of short staccato touches, just as 
when one pr 
] 


along some 


the finger vertically 
surface where the re sistance 
is sufficient to interrupt the action with- 
out actually stopping it, —a kind of grat- 
ing motion, showing how firmly the in- 


} 


strument which 1 


produced it have 
No cur- 
hard 


m, even moving along 


must 


been held in the moving mass. 
rents or sudden freshets carryi 
materials with the 


down hill-sides or moun- 


straight paths 
tain-slopes, have ever been known to 
They could be 


made only by some instrument held fast 


draw any such lines. 


as in a vice by the moving power. Some- 
thing of the kind is occasionally produced 


* See January No., p. 61. 
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by the drag of a wheel grating over racks 
covered with loose materials. 

It has 
or 1c¢ beres floating 


ht produ e similar n arks ; but they 


been said that grounded ice 


along a ro ky shore 


mig 
h-water 


will chiefly be at the level of hig 


mark, and, if will trend 


re ck- 


the ice- 


grounded, they 
in various directions, owing to the 
ng rotating 
berg. It has also b 


out 


ing or 


movement 

n urged, that, with- 
admitting any general glacier-period, 
icebergs and floating ice from more north- 


ern latitudes might account for the ex- 


tensive transportati * the loose ma- 
sheet 


There 


terials scattered in a continuous 
over a large portion of the globe. 

can be no doubt that an immense amount 

* debr all i ied to great 
where their 
use, h ywever, 

ided al ng the 

shore or dropped t a-bottom. Large 

boulders are irequent! left by the ice 

the New-England 


ifter 


coast, and we 
} 


among the 
, 
But 
~~ 
1e Crift-] 
hed and engraved sur- 


before 


it can | ‘nom- 


ena, and the pol 


faces with which they are everywhere 
. 


intimately associated, are owing to float- 


st be shown that 


icebergs, it mu 


appearances have been pro- 
duced by some agency moving from the 


sea-board towards the land, and extend- 
ing up to the very summits of the moun- 


tains, or else that all the countries ex- 
hibiting glacial phenomena have been 


below 


height at which glacier-marks are found, 


sunk the ocean to the createst 


and have since gradually emerged to 


their present level. Now, though 


1 
reoi- 


lavish of immersions when 
ant 


0 be 


ogists are 


something is accounted for which 


they cannot otherwise explain, and a 
fresh baptism of old Mother Earth is 
made to wash away many obstacles to 
scientific theories, yet the common sense 
of the world will hardly admit the latter 
assumption without positive proof, and 
all the evidence of the kind we have, at 
the period under consideration, indicates 

ly a comparatively slight change of rel- 


on 
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ative level between sea and land with- 
in a narrow belt along the shores; and 
even this is shown to be posterior, not 


As 


to the supposition that the motion pro- 


anterior, to the glacial phenomena. 
ceeded from the sea towards the land, all 
the facts are against it, since the whole 
trend of these phenomena is from inland 
centres toward the shore, instead of be- 
ing from the coast upward. 

Certainly, 
facts could suppose that floating ice or 


no one familiar with the 
icebergs had abraded, polished, and fur- 
rowed the bottom of narrow valleys as 
we find them worn, polished, and grooved 
by glaciers. And it must be remember- 
ed that this is a theory founded not upon 
hypothesis, but upon the closest compari- 
son. I have not become acquainted with 


these marks in regions where glaciers no 


longer exist, and made a theory to explain 
I ha 
od 


studied them where they 


their presence. ve, on the contrary, 
are in process 
of formation. I h seen the glacier 


engrave its lines, ] 


ive 


its grooves and 


lough 
furrows in the solid rock, and polish the 
surfaces over which it moved, and was 


familiar with all this when I found af- 


terwards appearance 


*$ corresponding ex- 


actly to th which I had investigated 


in the home of the present glaciers. I 
and I think with 


“this also is the work 


could therefore say, 


some reason, that 


in ancient times as 


of the glacier acting 
it now acts in Switzerland.” 


There is another character of glacial 


action distincuishing it from any abra- 


sions caused by water, even if freighted 


with a larze amount of loose materials. 
On any surface 
find that 
have yielded first and most completely. 


Hard dil 


kes will be left standing out, 


over which water flows 


we shall the softer materials 


while softer rocks around them are worn 
away, — furrows will be eaten into more 
deeply ,—fissures will 


slates will be 


be widened,—« lay- 


wasted, — while hard sand- 
stone or limestone and granite will show 
Not so with surfaces 


greater resistance. 


over which the levelling plough of the 
glacier has passed. Wherever softer and 
ks 


harder rocks alternate, they are brought 


Ge nt Roy, in Se 0 land. 


to one outline; where dikes intersect soft- 
er rovk, they are cut to one level with 
it; where rents or fissures traverse the 
rock, they do not seem to have been 
widened or scooped out more d eply, but 


] 


i on one line 
W hatever be 


the inequality in the hardness of the ma- 


their edges are simply abrat 
with the adjoining surfaces. 
terials of which the rock consists, even in 
the case of pudding-stone, the surface is 


led so evenly as to leave 


abra the im- 
pression that a rigid rasp has moved over 
all the undulations of the land, advane- 
ing in one and the same direction and 
levelling all before it. 

Among the inequalities of the glacier- 
worn surfaces which deserve especial no- 
tice, are the so-called “‘ roches moutonnées.” 
hey are knolls of a peculiar appearance, 
first noticed 


frequent in the Alps, and 


by the illustrious De Saussure, who de- 


signated them that name, because, 


by 
n froma 
led backs 


e ground. 


where they are numerous and se¢ 


distance, they resemble the roun 


a} 


on ti 


of a flock of sheep restin y 
Th se knolls are the re 


longed abrasion of masses of 


sult of the pro- 
rot ks sep- 
arated by deep indentations wide enough 
to be filled up by larce glaciers, over- 
topping the summits of the intervening 
prominences, and passing over them like 
a river, or like tide-currents flowing over 


It 


dent that water rushing over such sunk- 


a submerged ledge of rock. is evi- 


en hills or ledges, adapting itself readily 


to all the inequalities over wi 1 it flows, 


and forming eddies against the obstacles 
in its course, will scoop out tortuous fur- 
the 


rounded cavities against the walls, act- 


rows upon bottom, and hollow out 


ing especially along 


preéxisting fissures 
, 


and upon the softer parts of the rock, — 


while the glacier, moving as a solid mass, 


and carrying on its under side its gigan- 
tic file set in a fine paste, will in course of 
time abrade uniformly the angles against 
which it strikes, equalize the depres- 
sions between the prominent masses, and 
round them off until they present those 
the 


1e Alps, and 


smooth bulging knolls known as 


“ roches moutonnées” in tl 


so characteristic everywhere of clacier- 
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action. A comparison of any tide-worn 
hummock with such a glacier-worn mound 
will convince the observer that its smooth 
and evenly rounded surface was never 
produced by water. 


Besides t! 


moutonnées present all the characteristic 


ir peculiar form, the roches 


features of gla ier-action in their polished 
the straight 


} } } 


above describ- 


surfaces ac« omp inied with 


lines, grooves, and furrows 


ed. 


connected 


But th are two 


circumstances 
hese knolls 


Th y frequently present 


deserving 
special notice. 


the glacial while 


marks only on one side, 


the opposite sid 


has all the irregularities 


and rouchness « 


f a hill-slope not acted 
pol- 
towards 


It is evident that the 
the 


upon by i 
ished 


the advancir ol ier, 


turned 


the side 


side was one 
against 
which the i ‘essed in its onward move- 
ment, — while it passed 


ide as we may call it, 


other 


over the 
side, the lee with- 


out coming in immediate with 


it, brid il oe 


contact 
he depression, ane 
I 


a littl 


additional evidk 


touching 
As an 


fact. we 


bottom ag farther on. 


of this fre- 


} 
n 


quently find o 1e lee side of 


knolls acet 


rials which t} 


suc 


is only, however, when 


quite high, and abrupt er 


any rigid st 


conditions ; 
} 1 


, 
siope gently iownwar 
I d 


tion, they present the cl 


1 


cier-surtaces 
circumstance sl be borne in mind 


all who investi rate the traces of clacie r 
action ; for this inequality in the surface 


presented by the opposite sides of anv 
obstacle in the h of the ice is often 


an importan 
‘tion of it 
peculiarity 


of these roche nutonnées in 


consists 
} 


the 


which ascend the slope 


direction of the glacier-scratches, 


to its summit in 


a direct line on one side, while they de- 


viate to the right and left on the other 


sides of the knoll, more or less obliquely 
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according to its steepness. Occasionally, 
large boulders m ary be found perched on 
the very summit of such prominences. 
Their position is inexplicable by the 
supposition of currents as the cause of 
their transportation. Any current strong 
enough to ¢ y a boulder to such a 
height would of course sweep it on with 
it. This phenomenon finds, however, an 
easy explanation in the glacial theory. 
The thickness of such a sheet of ice is 
of course less. above such a hill or mound 
than over the lower levels adjoining it. 
Not orly will the ice melt, therefore, more 


1 


readily at this spot, but, as ice is trans- 
parent to heat, the summit of the promi- 
nence will 
ot 


melting of 


become warmed by the rays 
the sun, and will itself facilitate the 
On 


ice, therefore, such a 


the ice above it. the 


up of the 


breaking 


will be the first to yield, and allow 


oulders carried on the back of the 


cier to fall into the hollow thus form- 


where they will rest upon the pro- 


jecting rock left uncovered. This is no 


theoretical explanation; there are such 


Casi where holes in the 


ice are ‘med immediately above the 


° . * ° 
summit of hills r prominences over 
i 


which the glacier passes, and into which 
Of course, 


lrops its burd« ns. 


it « 


the i 


. 
where 
is constantly renewed over such 


a spot by tl ird progress of the gla- 


cier, s may be carried off 

" we suppose such a case to 
é ne . ‘ 

breaking up of the glacier- 

isappearing 

, it is easy to 

ie of these large 


minent peaks or le 


account 
boulders on p dees. 
The appearances about the roches mou- 
tonnées, espe ially the straight scratches 
and grooves on the side up which the 
led 
in which large 


It hz 


while they ac- 


mistaken 
bould- 


us bec n 


ice ascended, have to a 
view of the mode 
ers are 


transported by ice 


supposed, by those who, 


cepted the elacial theory, were not whol- 
ly conversant with the mode of action of 
glaciers, that, in passing through the bot- 
tom of a valley, for instance, the glacier 


would take up large boulders, and, car- 
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rying them along with it, would push 
them up such a slope and deposit them 
on its summit. It is true that large bould- 
ers may sometimes be found in front of 
glaciers among the materials of their ter- 
minal moraines, and may, upon any ad- 
vance of the glacier, be pushed forward 
by it. But I know of no example of er- 
ratic boulders being carried to consider- 
able distances and raised from lower to 
All the an- 
gular boulders perched upon prominent 
rocks must have fallen upon the surface of 
the glacier in the upper part of its course, 


higher levels by this means. 


where rocky ledges rise above its surface 
and send down their broken fragments. 
The surface of any boulder carried under 
the ice, or pushed along for any distance at 
its terminus, would show the friction and 
pressure to which it had been subjected. 
In this connection it should be remember- 
ed that in the case of large glaciers low 
hills form no obstacle to their onward 
progress, especially when the glacier is 
thick enough to cover them completely, 
The 
roches moutonnées about the Grimsel show 
that hills many hundred feet high have 
been passed over by the great glacier of 


and even to rise far above them. 


the Aar, when it descended as far as Mey- 
ringen, without having seemingly influ- 
enced its 

But in enumerating the evidences of 


rlacier-action 


onward progress, 


, we have to remember not 
only the effects produced upon the surface 
of the ground by the ice itself, but also the 

The loose 
face of the 


earth may point as distinctly to the source 


d “posits it has left behind it. 


materials scattered over the 


of their distribution as does the charac- 
ter of the rocky surfaces on which they 
rest indicate 

In characteristic 
loose materials deposited by gl: 


the different causes of ab- 
rasion. localities the 
‘iers may 
readily be recognized at first sight, and 
distinguished from water-worn pebbles ; 
nor is it difficult to distineuish both from 
loose materials resulting from the decom- 
position of rocks on the spot,—the latter 
always agreeing with the rocks on which 
they rest, while the decomposition to 
which they owe their separation from the 


Glen Roy, in Scotland. 


Such 


débris are found everywhere about dis- 


solid rock is often still going on. 


integrating rocks, and they constantly 
mingle with the loose fragments brought 
from a distance by various agencies. They 
are found upon and among the glacier- 
worn pebbles, especially where the lat- 
ter have themselves been disturbed since 
their accumulation. They are also found 
among water-worn pebbles, wherever th 
rocky beds of our rivers or the rocky 
bluffs of our 


In investigating the character of loose 


sea-shores crumble down. 


materials transported from greater or less 
distances, either by the agency of glaciers 
or by water-currents, it is important at 
the very outset to discriminate between 
these deposits of older date and the local 
accessions mingling with them. 
Occasionally we may have also to dis- 
tinguish between all these deposits and 
the débris brought down by land-slides, 
or by sudden freshets transporting to a 
distance a vast amount of loose materials 
which are neither ice-worn nor water- 
worn. At Rossberg, for instance, in the 
Canton of Schwitz, the land-slide which 
buried the village of Goldau under a ter- 
rific avalanche, and filled a part of the 
Lake of Lauertz, spread an immens 
number of huge boulders across the val- 
ley, some of which even rolled up the 
opposite side to a considerable height. 
Many of these boulders might e: 
mistaken for erratic boulders, 


were not 


the aggregate of these loose materials 


traceable to the hills from which they 
descended. In this case water had no 
part in loosening or bringing down this 


mass of fragments. They simply rolled 


from the declivity, and stopped when they 


had exhausted the momentum imparted 
to them by their weight. In the case of 
the débdcle of Bagnes, above Martigny, 
in a valley leading to the St. Bernard, 
the circumstances were very different. 
A glacier, advancing beyond its usual 
the 
mountain-slope, dammed up the waters 
a lake to be 
gave way in 
waters of the 


limits and rising against opposite 


of the torrent and caused 
formed. The obstruction 


the course of time, and the 
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lake rushed out, carrying along with 


them huge boulders and a mass of loose 
materials of all sorts, and scattering them 
over the plain below. Such an accumu- 
lation of débris differs from the pebbles 
and loose fragments found in river-beds. 


‘he comparatively short distance 


the 


over 


they carried, and sud- 
of the transportation, allow no 
ie for the abrasion which produces the 


mooth surfaces of water-worn pebbles 
hed surfaces of 


In the latter 


shed and scraté 


or the pol 


1er-worn ones. case, We 


have seen that the pebble 


a, b ing so set in 
the 2 as to expose onl ide, mav be 
1 
otbers, more 
in their sock- 


may receive the same hi 


only partially polished, whil 
YI J] 
loosely held and turning 


inn } 1 
ets, yh poush on 


every side. In such a case the lines will 
intersect one another, in consequence of 
the differe: i ich 


has been held at differen es. 
a ypearances exist in the wate 


bles : 


No such 


r-worn pe 


their blunt surfaces, smoothed and 
ion of the 


rolled 


ry whi re 


rounded uniformly by the ac 


water in which they have been 


or tossed about, present eve 
same aspe ‘t 
The correlation between these different 


loose materials and the px 


they are found helps us also to detect 


sition in which 


their origin. The loose materials bear- 


ing clacier-marks are always found rest- 


ing upon surfaces which have been worn, 


abraded, and engraved in the same man- 


are 


ner, while the water-worn pebbles ¢ 


everywhere found resting upon 


the abrasion of which may be traced to 


water. It is true tl some localities, 


as, for instance, in the gravel-pit of Mount 


Auburn, near Cambridge, large masses 
of glacier - worn pebbles alternate with 


but it is « 


there was here a 


beach - shingle ; sy to show 


that glacier advancing 

to the sea, crowding its front moraine 
and the materials carried under it over 
and into the shingle washed up by the 
waves upon the beach. Not infrequent- 
ly, also, river- pebbles may be found 
among glacial materials. This is espe- 
cially the case where, after the disappear- 


ance of large glaciers, rivers have occu- 
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L 


pied their beds. Examples of this kind 


all the valleys of the Alps. 
But, besides the special character of the 


may be seen in 


individual fragments, the true origin of 


any accumulation of glacier-débris, com- 


monly called drift, may be detected by 


the total absence of stratification, sO es- 


sential a feature in all water - deposits. 


This absence of stratification throughout 


its mass is, after all, the great and im- 
portant characteristic of th 


1 I have alluded to it } 
} 


mere, 


e drift; and 


thoug ore, I re- 
iterate it as that which distinguish- 


es it from all like accumulations under 


water. I may be pardoned for dwelling 


upon this point, bec 
I 

troversy among ge 

nature and origin of the ee * loose 

it part of 


r 
he clobe tur t it. The débris of 
to- 


: ? 
materials sc 


which the consists are thrown 
ther pell-mell, without any arrange- 
ment according to size or weight, larger 


and smaller fragments 
indiscriminately 


rials may be on the very summit of the 
mass, and the lightest at the bottom in 
immediate contact wit 


] > + ] 
larger pieces may stand 


underlying 
rock, or the at 
any level in th 


mass of finer ones. 
palpable powder, coarse sand, 
I I 


polished, and scratched fragments of ev- 


y size are mixed together in a homo- 
geneous paste, in which the larger mate- 
imbedded, 
} 


expressive comparison, like 


Aa ’ 
rials are to use a homely, but 


currants in a pudding. The 


paste holding all these fragments tovet 
] 


er is, no doubt, the result of the friction 


to which the whole was 


the glacier, and which has worked some 
2 


1 , . ' 
soiter materials into a kin 


of the 


The 


materials is very 


mode of aggregation of wat 
different. 


shingle along our beaches: 


Examine the 
we find it so 


distributed as to” show that the fading 
tide - wave has carried the lighter mate- 
rials farther than the heavier ones, and 
the successive deposits exhibit an im- 
perfect cross-stratification resulting from 


changes in the height of the tide and the 
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direction of the wind. Moreover, in any 
materials collected under water we find 
the heavier ones at the bottom, the light- 
er on the top. 
lar boulde 


resting 


It is true that large angu- 
rs may occasionally be found 
upon be ich - shingle, but their 
4 | 
in suct 


presence a connection is easily 


explained. They may have been drop- 
ped there by floating icebergs, or have 
fallen from 


I should add, in speaking of drift-ma- 


( rumbling drift-cliffs. 


terials, that, while we find the large angu- 
lar boulders resting above them, we oc- 
casionally find boulders of unusual size 
mingled with them: but, when this is the 
case, such massive fragments are more or 
less rounded, polished, and marked in the 
same way as the smaller pebbles, or as the 
surfaces over whi 
This is 


when we 


h the glacier has passed. 
important to remember, because, 
the 


examine drift in countries 


where th« the glacier-period, 
overtopped nearly all the mountains, so 
that few fragments could fall from them 
upon its we find scarcely 

the drift is inter- 
this 


instead 


angular bi *s, while 


spersed with larger fragments of 


character, carried under the ice, 


of on its ba Another distinction be- 
ween water-worn deposits and drift 
consists in the fact 
washed clean, while the 


tains the 


that the former are 
latter always re- 
mud gathered during its jour- 
ney and spread t 

In summing 
I must n m 
described the 
that I 
allude to them here; 


for the clacial tl 


hroughout its mass. 
up the glacial evidences, 
i though I 


m so fully in a previ- 


the moraines, 
have 
than 


ous articl need not do more 


but any argument 
eory which did not in- 


walls erected 


be most imperfect. We 


by ola ie rs Wi ould 


need hardly discuss the theory of cur- 


rents with reference to the formation of 


terminal moraine 


s, extending across the 
to side. 


valleys from side Any current 
powerful enough to bring the boulders and 
débris of all sorts of which these w alls are 
composed to the places where they are 
found would certainly not build them up 


with such regularity, but would sweep 
them away or scatter them along the bot- 
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tom of the valley. That this is actually 
the case is seen in the lower course of the 
valley of the Rhone, where there are no 
transverse moraines, while they are fre- 
quent and undisturbed in the upper part 
of the valley. This is no doubt owing 
to the fact, that, when the main glacier 
had already retreated considerably up 
the valley, the lateral glaciers from the 
chains of the Combin and the Diablerets 
still reached the valley of the Rhone 
at a lower point, and barred the outlet 
of the waters from the glaciers above. 
A lake was thus formed, which, when the 
lower glaciers retreated up the lateral 
valleys, swept away all the lower trans- 
verse moraines, and formed the flat bottom 
of Martigny. 
were totally obliterated ; 


In this case, the moraines 
but there are 
many other instances in which the mate- 
rials have been only broken up and scat- 
tered over a wider surface by currents. 
In such remodelled moraines, the glacier- 
less 


washed away. We have here a blending 


mud has, of course, been more or 


of the action of water with that of the ¢la- 


cier ; and, indeed, how could it be other- 
wise, when the colossal glaciers of past 
ages gradually disappeared or retreated 
to the 


ice 


mountain - heights? The wasting 
must have occasioned immense fresh- 
ets, the action of which we shall trace 
hereafter, when examining the formation 
of our drift-ponds, of our river-beds and 
estuaries, as well as the river - terraces 
standing far above 


level. 


And now, if it be asked how much of 


the pres nt water- 


this evidence for the former existence of 
glaciers is to be found in Great Britain, 
I answer, that there is not a valley in 


Switzerland where all these traces are 


perfection than in the 
valleys of the Scotch Hichl: nds, or of th 


Ireland and Wales, or « 


the lake-region in England. 


found in greater 


mountains of 


Polished sur- 


faces, traversed by striaw, grooves, and fur- 


is wanting to the chain. 


rows, with a sheet of drifé resting imme- 
diately upon them, extend throughout the 
realm,—the roches moutonnées raise their 


rounded backs from the ground there as 
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in Switzerland,—transverse moraines bar 
their valleys and lateral ones border them, 
and the boulders from the hill-sides are 
scattered over the plains as thickly as 
between the Alps and the Jura, and are 
here and there perched upon the summits 


of isolated hills. This being the case, let 


Glen Roy. 
Moeldhu Hill. 
Spean River. 


Glen Sp 


in. 
Loch Laggan. 
Loch Treig. 


and 
Across the 


mouth of this valley, at right angles with 


ing in a northeasterly direction, 


+ 


some ten miles in length. 
trend- 


Roy 


it, runs the valley of Glen Spean, 


ing from east to west, Glen thus 


opening directly at its southern extremi- 


1 
iy 
spe 


ty into Glen Spean. Around the walls 


of the Glen Roy valley run three ter- 


races, one above the other, at different 


heights, like so many roads artificially 
cut in the sides of the valley, and indeed 
they go by the name of the “ parallel 
roads.” These three terraces, though in 
a less perfect state of preservation, are 
repeated for a short distance at exactly 
the same levels on the southern wall of the 
valley of Glen Spean, just opposite the 
opening of the Glen Roy valley ; that is, 
they make the whole circuit of Glen Roy, 
stop abruptly, on both sides, at its southern 
extremity, and reappear again on the op- 
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us examine a little more closely the local 
phenomena connected with the ancient 
extension of glaciers in this region, and 
especially the parallel roads of Glen Roy. 

Among the Grampian Hills, a little to 
the northeast of Ben Nevis, lies the val- 


ley of Glen Roy, a winding valley trend- 


Glen Gloy. 
Loch Lochy. 
Loch Arkeig. 
Loch Eil. 
Ben Nevis. 


rhe three parallel roads. 


posite wall of Glen Spean. I should add, 
r, that ] 


howeve all three do not to 


this sudden termination 4 for the lowest of 


come 


these terraces turns eastward into the val- 
ley of Glen pean, followang the whole 
curve of the eastern half of the valley, 
while, of the two upper terraces, there is 
no trace whatever, nor is there any indi- 


hi 


cation that either of the three ever ex- 
isted in the western half of the valley. 
When I first visited the region, these phe- 
nomena had already been the subject of 
earnest discussion among English geolo- 
gists. The commonly accepted explana- 
tion of the facts was that these terraces 
marked ancient sea-levels at a time when 
the ocean penetrated much farther into 
the interior, and Glen Roy and the adjoin- 
ing valleys were as many fiords or estua- 
ries. And though the present elevation of 


the locality made such an interpretation 
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improbable at first sight, the first or highest 
of the terraces being eleven hundred and 


forty - four above the present sea- 


level, the see sight below 


the first, 


y-two feet 
1 and lowest two 


below 


.: 
thire 


hundred » feet the sec- 


ond. or hundred odd feet above 
+} 


the level the sea, it was thought that 


the oscill ns of the land, its alternate 
j ces and upheavals, proved by 
mod 


the rn results of geology to have 


been 


and so frequent, might ac- 
count so remarkabk 
There 

this the ry not 


Thers 


these 


» a change. 
ver, other objections to 
so easily explained away. 


ure no traces of organic life upon 
If they were ancient 
find 
marine ani- 


like. All 


ions given to lessen the sig- 


should expect to 
remains of 


tacea, and the 


is absence of organic re- 


Again, why should 
aloné | continued 


into the end of > Val of 


Glen S there are no terraces 
at all in its western part, since both must 
have been as fully to the sea as 
Glen Roy v: 


more xX] me since a 


opt n 
This seemed the 


} 1 


] 
i the 


y itself ? 
terraces 


ri y-wall opposite the uT- 


} 


. 1 
showing tl! 


hat this sheet 
came from, filled 
the va i 
and the 

failed 

space 

tension 

that, at tl ime the 
Roy, some obstruct 
of Glen Sp in, 


leaving, h 


water filled Glex 
ym blocked the valley 
both to the east and west, 
ver, that space in the centre 
} 


free into which Glen Roy opens, while, by 


the time the water had sunk to the level 


of the lowest terrace, one of these barriers, 
that to the east, must have been remov- 
ed, for the 
is continuous throughout the eastern part 


of Glen Spean.* 


lowest terrace, as I have said, 


* Having enumerated the characteristic fea- 
tures of the glacial phenomena in the preced- 


ing pages, I throw into this note some expla- 
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Prepossessed as I was with the idea of 
glacial agency in times anterior to ours, 
these phenomena appeared to me under 


nations which may render my views of the 


parallel roads more intelligible, not to inter- 


exposition with details. It 


rupt again the 


would be desirable, however, that the reader 


should first make himself thoroughly familiar 


with the localities concerned, before 
g any farther. I would 
t, in the wood-cut opposite, 


the valley of Glen Roy, with t 


ds marked Glen 
ed by G. 8S. river flowing at 


by S.’ out of which tl 
L. G. indicates 
orthwest 
Loch 
och Lochy by L. ¢ 
1 Moeldhu Hill by 
rhe 


i which the Caledon 


Spean is marked 


Gloy, : 


Great 


the ction of L. 
Ben Nevis is design: ; 
area betwen N. and M. marks 
I Ben 


dotted 

the place occupied by 
Nevis, when it ext 
] } 

g ate the direction of rla- 

ul scratches left across Glen Spean by the 
Loch Treig, 
ern termination of the 
It o 


tha 


| as that of 


when it extended as far 
two upper 
this 
y of the 


ight to be remembered, in 
bottom 
Glen Roy, 


ose materials, partly drift, that is 


t the of the vall 
s occupied 
mate- 
rials acted upor 


compos¢ d 


1 by glaciers, and partly de- 
rocks 
by the torrents, greatly impeding the 
' the | ls The 
ut through this deposit, and here and there 
lving rock. Besides the 


lerl, 
accu- 


brought down 


fragments of 
observa- 


lished surfaces. river-bed 


the ur 


there are also peculiar 


loose materials 


in Glen Roy and 


mulations of 
Glen Spean, more particularly connected with 
und Pro- 


1ave shown to be little deltas 


, which Mr. Darwin 


of the lake of Glen 


rmed during e existence 


ttom of the gullies intersecting the 


v at the | 
shelves of the upper roads. The outlet for the 
water at the period during which the second 
was formed, not known when I visited 
Milne- 


and also observed by Professor Jamie- 


terrace 
Glen Roy, hs 
Holme, 

During the formation of the upper ter- 


as been discovered by Mr 


son. 
race, the waters escaped through the western- 
most tributary of the River Spey, in the di- 
rection of the northeast corner of the wood- 
cut, and during that of the lowest terrace, at 
the eastern end of Loch Laggan, also through 
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a new aspect. I found the bottom of Glen 
Spean so worn by glacial action as to 
leave no doubt in my mind that it must 
have been the bed of a great clacier, and 
Dr. Buckland fully concurred with me in 
this impression. Indeed, the face of the 
country throughout that region presents 
not only the glacier - marks in great per- 
fection, but other evidences of the ancient 
presence of glaciers. There are moraines 
at the lower end of Glen Spean, remod- 
elled, it is true, by the action of currents, 
but still retaining enough of their ancient 
character to be easily recognized ; and 
some of the finest examples of the roches 
Scotland are 
to be found at the entrance of the valley 
of Loch Treig, a lateral valley 


into Glen Spean on its southern side, and, 


moutonnées | have seen in 
opening 


as we shall see hereafter, intimately con- 
nected with the history of the parallel 
roads of Glen Roy. These roches mou- 
tonnées may very fairly be compared with 
those of the Grimsel, and exhibit all the 
characteristic features of the Alpine ones. 
One of them, lying on the western side 
where it opens into Glen 


i 
The 


Spean, is crossed by a trap - dike. 
consisting of 


of the v alley 


general surface of the hill, 
rather soft mica, has been slightly worn 
down by atmospheric agencies, so that 
the dike stands out some thr e - quarters 
On the dike, how- 


ever, the glacier-marks extend for its 


of an inch above it 


whole length in great perfection, while 
they have entirely disappeared from the 
surrounding surfaces, so as to leave tle 
dike thus standing out in full relief. This 
is an instructive case, showing how little 
disintegration has gone on since the drift- 
period. All the currents that have swept 
the valley of the Spey. The state of pres- 
ervation of the parallel roads is such as to 
prove that no disturbance of any importance 
can have taken place in the country since they 
formed. 


were Far from believin 


that these remarkable shelves are 


g, therefore, 
ancient sea- 
beaches, I am prepared to maintain, that, had 
the area occupied by them been submerged 
only for a few days, under an ocean rising and 
falling for several feet with every tide, no ves- 
tige would have been left of their former exist- 
ence. 
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over it, all the rains that have beaten upon 
it, have not worn away one inch from the 
original surface of the hill. I have ob- 
served many other roches moutonnées in 
Scotland, « specially about the neichbor- 
hood of Loch Awe, Loch Fy ne, and Loch 
Etive. 


almost all the glens of Scotland, in the 


In fact, they may be found in 


lake-region of England, and in the val- 
leys of Wales and Ireland. 

Following the glacial indications wher- 
ever we could find them in the country 
about Glen Roy, it became evident to 
me that the whole western range of the 
Grampian Hills had once been a great 
centre of glaciers, that they had come 
down toward Glen Spean through all 
the valleys on the mountain-slopes to the 
north and south of it, so that this valley 
had become, as it were, the great drain- 
age-bed for the masses of ice thus poured 
into it late rally, 


valley 


and moving down the 


from east to west as one im- 


mense glacier. It is natural to suppose, 
that, at the breaking-up of the great sheet 
of ice which, if my view of the 


have 


country at this time, 


case is 
correct, must the whole 
the ice would yield 


more readily in a valley like that of Glen 


covere l 


Roy, lying open to the south and receiv- 
ing the full force of the sun, than in those 
on the opposite side of G1 
i the north. At 


nh Spean, open- 
ing to all events, it is 
evident that at some time poste rior to 


glacial period, when the 


this universal 


ice began to retreat, Glen Roy became 
the basin of a glacial lake such as we 
now find in the Alps of Switzerland, 
where occasionally a closed valley be- 
comes a trough, as it were, into which 
the water from the surrounding hills is 
drained. In such a lake no animals are 
found, such as exist in any other sheet 
of fresh water, and this would account 
for the absence of any organic remains 
But at 
first sight it seemed that this theory was 


on the terraces of Glen Roy. 


open in one respect to the same objec- 
tion as the other. What prevented this 
sheet of water from spreading east and 
west in Glen Spean? If it not only 
filled Glen Roy, but extended to the 
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southern side of Glen Spean immediate- 
ly opposite the opening of Glen Roy, 
what prevented it from filling the whole 
of that valley also? In endeavoring to 
answer this qu stion, I found the solu- 
tion of the mystery. 

The bed of Glen Spean, through its 
whole extent from east to west, is mark- 
ed, as I have said, by glacial action, in 
rectilinear scratches and furrows. -This 
westward track of the main glacier is 
l of 


wo other glacier-tracks 


crossed tr 
the 


cutting it at 1 


ansverse 


y near the centre 
valle y t 


oh ’s. Upon tra- 
cing these cross-tracks carefully, I be- 


> 


came satisfied, that, after the surround- 
: ; 
had bee 


masses of ice whi 


ing ice in to yield, after the 


h descended from the 
northern and southern slopes of the moun- 


Spean had 


and to form local limited gla- 


tains into Glen begun to 


retreat, 
ciers, two of those 


coming down 


lateral glaciers, one 
Nevis on 


other from Loch Treig 


om sen the 
southwest, thx 
on the southe 
the others and 


These 


extended farther than 
stretched 


two glaciers for a long 


across Glen 


Spean.* 
730 is a reproduction 
of the little 


upon “ TheG 


ing a paper of mine 

heory and its Recent Prog- 
‘Edinburgh New Philo- 
r Ox I might 
2d the topography, and 
ately the details of the 


ling myself of the much 


ress,”’ print 


sophical J tober, 1842. 
have gré 
represent nor ir 
phen yime 
larger a map recently publish- 
ed by Pr rt 


mas I. Jamieson, of Aber- 


deen; 


first sket 


advisable to leave my 


-two 


ears 


ago, in order t iow that 


Sir Charles Lyell is 


mistaken in ascribing (see “ Antiquity of Man,” 


pp- 260, 261) the ry of the glacier of 


Loch Treig to Professor Jamieson. A compari- 


son of his st nts with mine will show that 
blem offered by him is 


the solution o 2 pre 


identical with that proposed by me, as he him- 
l ll * Quarterly Journal of 
for August, 1863, p. 


ne fault to find with his ob- 


imits 
» Geolog | Society ”’ 
I have only 
and, 


servations, is I have never revisited the 


locality since, this remark may satisfy him 
that my examination of its features was not 
so hurried as he sup 
confounds the effects 


poses. Professor Jamieson 
of two distinct glaciers 
moving in different valleys as the action of one 


and the same glacier. In my paper, it is true, I 
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time formed barriers across the western 


and eastern extension of this valley, 


damming back the waters which filled 


made no allusion to the great glacier of Glen 
Spean, the existence of which I had recognized 
along the river from Loch Laggan nearly to 
the Caledonian Canal. I publish my observa- 
tions upon this great central glacier for the first 
time in the present article, having omitted them 
in my contributions upon this subject to the sci- 
ause | 


thought best not to complicate my exposition of 


entific periodicals of the day simply be« 


he facts concerning the parallel roads by con- 
siderations foreign to their origin, convinced as 
I was, from the manner in which the glacial the- 
ory was then received, that they would not b 
understood, and still less admitted. 


that all the geolog 


But now 
ists of Great Britain seem to 


per 


what 


have given their adhesion to it, I may be 
mitted to state that I already knew then 

Professor Jamieson has overlooked in his latest 
paper, that a separ 


valley of the 


ate glacier had occupied the 


Spean prior to the formation of 


the parallel roads, and that at that tl 
of Loch Tre 


tary of the 


time e 


glacier g was only 


same, 


just as the ¢ r of the 
I 


rhierberg is a tributary of the glacier of the 
Aar. It until the Glen Spean 
had retreated to 

that the glaci 


barrier across Glen 


] 6 
Placier 


was not 
the hills east of Loch Laggan 
r of Loch Treig could form a 
Spean, thus dam the 
waters in Glen Roy which produced the paral- 


the 


and 


lel roads rhe marks left by great Glen 


Spean glacier in the valley are mistaken by 


Professor Jamieson for indications, that, in its 
greatest extension, the glacier of Loch Treig 


not only advanced across Glen Spean, but di- 


vided into two branches, one moving westward 
down Glen Spean, the other eastward up Glen 


Any 


y familiar with existing glaciers to ce 


Spean, as far as Loch Laggan. one suf- 


ficient! m- 


their action with the phenomena referred 


the 


pare 
to above will at once see bility of 


imposs 
y glacier coming down 
At the time the 


such a course for any 


from Loch Treig. Grampians 
a separate centre of 


“+r must have moved down, 


had become 


vreat glaci 


glacial action a 
towards 
the Caledonian Canal, through Glen Spean, re- 


ceiving as trib lateral glaciers 


from Loch 


itaries not only 
freig and Glen Roy, but also from 
other minor lateral valleys emptying 
which t 


of Ben Nevis, 


as the great glacier of the valley of the Rhone 


into an, the largest of 


mu 
have come from the range — just 
once received as tributaries all the glaciers com- 
ing down into that valley from the southern 
slope of the Bernese Oberland, and from the 
northern slope of the Valesian Alps, and at one 
time also from the eastern slopes of the range 


ng 
of Mont Blanc. And when the large glacier 
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Glen Roy and the central part of Glen 
Spean. 

Evidently the glacier descending from 
Loch Treig was the first to yield, for, by 
the time the Glen Roy lake had sunk 
to the level of the lowest terrace, the 
entrance to the eastern extension of the 
valley must have been free, otherwise 
the water could not have spread through- 
out that basin as we find it did; but it 
would seem that by the time the west- 
the Ben 
water 


ern barrier, or slacier from 


Nevis, was removed, the sheet of 
was too far reduced to have left perma- 
nent marks of its outflow into the Great 
Glen, except by disturbing and remodel- 
ling the large moraines of the older Glen 


There are 


tions of other terraces in Glen Roy, even 


Spean glacier. faint indica- 


at a higher level than the uppermost 


prob- 
a higher 


parallel road, owing their origin 
ably to the short duration of 


level of the glacier-lake, when the great 


general glacier had not yet been lowered 
to a permanent level determined 


more 
by a limited circumscription within the 
- are other 


at still 


valleys. 
neigl 1 
levels, — in Glen Gloy, 


the 


walls of the 


iboring Vali 


terraces in 
for in- 


] 


road 


different 
where horizontal 
doubt 

of the damming of the valley by a 
cier from Loch Arkeig. Mr. Darwin has 
which I 
would explain by the presence of a gla- 
the of 


which are particularly distinct about the 


stance, one 


was no formed in consequence 


gla- 


seen another in Glen Kinfillen, 


cier in the Great Glen, marks 
eastern end of Glen Garry. 

Th evidence of the ancient presence of 
glaciers is no less striking in other pi 


of the Scotch Hichlan ls. 


southeastern range of the Grampian Hills, 


irts 


Between the 
in Forfarshire and Perthshire, and the 


opposite ridge of Sidlaw Ilills, stretches 


occupying the lower, and therefore warmer, 
level gradually disappeared and retreated far 
away to levels where it could maintain itself 
against the effect of a returning milder climate, 
the opening spring of our era, as we may call 
it, the lateral glaciers, arising from the nearer 
high grounds, could extend across the valleys, 
but not before. 
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the broad valley of Strathmore. At the 
time when Glen Spean received the 
masses of ice from the slopes of the west- 
ern Grampian range, the glaciers de- 
scended from the valleys on the south- 
ern slope of the southeastern range and 
from those on the northern slope of Sid- 
law Hills into the capacious bed of the 
ley whicl The 


ey which clacial 
phenomena of this region present a strik- 


va divides them. 
ing resemblance in their general rela- 
tions to those of the Alps and the Jura. 
The 


side of Strathmore valley occupies the 


Grampian range on the northern 


position in reference to that of the 


Sidlaw Hills opposite, as does the range 


same 


of the Alps to that of the Jura, while the 
intervening valley may be compared to 
As from the 


Bernese Oberland and from the valleys 


the plain of Switzerland. 


of the Reuss and Limmath gigantic 
1 


aown 


ola- 


ciers came and stretched across 


the plain of Switzerland to the Jura, 


scattering their erratic boulders over its 


summit and upon its slopes at the time 
of their greater 1 


extension, and, as they 


withdrew into the higher Alpine val- 


leys, leaving them along their retreat- 
i k at ie foot of the 


Jura and 


p! Lin, sO did the olaciers 


Prossen 


Grampian 


from Glen and parallel valle 
Mountains 
of Strathmore, drop- 

the 
slopes and along the base of the Sidlaw 
Hills, but 


treat 


“VS 
the extend 
valley 


ping their boulders 


across the 


not only on 
their re- 
until they 
were themselves reduced to isolated gla- 


At the 


glaciers came down from the 


scattering them in 


throughout the valley, 


ciers in the higher valleys. 


other 


same 
time 
heights of Schihallion on the west, and, 
descending through the valley of the 
Tay, joined the great masses of ice in 
the valley of Strathmore, thus combin- 
ing with the eastern ice-field, just as the 
glacier from Mont Blane and the valley 
of the Rhone formerly combined in the 
western part of Switzerland with those 
of the Oberland. The 


tions are identical, though the geograph- 


Bernese rela- 


ical position 1s reversed,—the higher 
range, or the Grampian Hills, lying to 
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he lower 


the north in yt] , and t 


one, or to the south, 


while contrary, 
the hig er s to the south and 
the low 
ed esp 


the glacia irks in 


have allud- 


bec 


north. I 


Glen Prossen ause 
that valley 
whole bed of the 


lished, 


— 
rasp which has mov- 


markabl) 


valley beit ratched, pr and fur- 
rowed by 


ed over 


concentric 


preserved 
y 
ur with greater or 


he corresponding val- 
bt th it the same phe- 


1 over the whole region. 


ocalities of Scotland where 


ys of clacial action are most 
region about Stirling. 


Ne iI 


faces 


the polished 


their 


sur- 


with distinct 


} 
rocks 


es show us the path 


erooves al 


followed 


it moved down 


as 
in a no direction toward the 
Frith of 
the 


burg! , al 


from the mountains on 
To the of Edin- 


is a broad elacier-track, 


nortl west 


showi ig also the ic e was plough- 


urd to find an outlet on 


ing its ¥ istw 


} 
slop 


I 


} 1 
remark ib e 


» of the creat Scotch 


for its gla- 


ch Long, 


Awe, and Loch Leven 


upon their margins the 


cial pe lish and furrows, 


of these marks and 


ff the moraine 8, 


espe- 
| 
cially about Ben Cruachan, it is obvious 


that in this part of the country the gla- 
‘rs moved tward 


About Abe 


and southward. 
deen, on the contrary, they 
, while in the vicinity of 


need toward the north. 


us appears that the whole range 
npians formed a great centre 
and that 


ice-field spread itself over the 


distribution of glaciers, 

a colossal 
hole yI r , nding j very di- 
whole country, extending im every dl 
“d the lower lands and the 


As the 


rection tow: 


sea-shore. laciers which now 


o 
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descend through all the valleys of the 
Aly 


their southern slopes, and in their east- 


ys, along their northern as well as 


ern as well as their western prolongation, 
though limited, in our days, within the val- 
ley-walls nevertheless once covered the 

) 
pi 


ern 


in of Switzerland and that of North- 
It ily, so did the 

Grampians during 

f the 

whole country. The y also were, i 

of time, reduced to local glac 

scribed within the highe r val 

more mountainous parts of the « 

until the y tot lly disappe ire 

of Switzerlan 

it not been 

that country above 

Scotland nowhere ri 

level of perpetual snow, whi 

land the whole Alpine range has 

tude favorable to the presery atio og 

ciers. In the range of the Jura, however, 

which had at one time its local glaciers 

also, but which nowhere now rises above 


] 


tl | snow 


the line of perpetua . thes 


appeared as completely as in the 
pian Hills. 
It ld 


lead 


a special account of all 


I to 


the 


wou me too far, weré 


om 
investigations I made in 1840 upon the 


distribution of glaciers in Great Britain. 


I will therefore only point out a few of 
‘ : . 
a ipution. 


the more distinct of 


The region surrounding Ben Wyvi 


areas istr 
is form- 
ed such a centre of dispersion from which 
we have another 
about E li 


the 


slaciers radiated, 


and 
the Pentland Hills 
Northumberland, 


a elacial centre of 


nburgh. 
Hills 


the same 


in 
In 


present 


Cheviot 


Westmoreland Hills we 


In the last-named 


kind, and in the 
have still another. 
locality, the glacial tracks can be follow- 
various directions, them 


ed in some of 


descending toward the northwest from 
the heights of Helve llyn, others moving 


ird Ambleside. In Wales 


i tribution has 


southward tow: 
the same kind of 
Ram- 


observed; but, as Professor 


ated this subject in fall, I 


been 
say has tre 
would refer my readers to his masterly 


work for a further account of the ancient 
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Welch glaciers. In Ireland I had 


opportunities of making extensive local 


also 


investigations of glacial action. I ob- 
distribution in the 


in the 


Cavan. 


served the centres of 
neighborhood of Belfast, 
of Wicklow, and in 
But nowhere 
striking than in Fermanagh C 
the 
more 


Count y 
are these phenomena more 
inty about 

and 
vicin- 
the 


northern 


neighborhood of Enniskillen, 


especially in the immediate 


Court, the seat of 


On the 


ity of Florence 

Enniskillen. 
slope of Ben Calcagh are five valleys ly- 
ing parallel with each other and opening 
into the valley of Loch Nilly, 


rom east to west at the ! 


which runs 
vase of the moun- 
tain. A road now passes through thi 
valley, and, where it crosses the mouth of 
either of the five valleys rising towards 
the mountain-slope, it cuts alternately 
crescent- 


end 


"™ P 
These crescent- 


horns of a 


shaped wall which bars the 


through the two 


lower 
of every one of them. 
shaped mounds are so many terminal mo- 
} 


raines, built up by the five glaciers former- 


ly descending throu; eh these lateral val- 
Loch 


relation to each other as 
the 


leys into the valley of 


the 


Nilly. They 


bore same 
the glaciers de Tour and d’Argentié 
Glacier des Bois with the M« 

the l the 
de Taconet, bear to e 
the 
for the smaller 


Glacier des Bossons an 


now h other in 


valley of Chamouni ; and were it not 


dimensions of the whole, 


any one familiar with the tracks of an- 


cient glaciers might easily fancy him- 
self crossing the ancient moraines at the 
foot of the 
of Mont 


has cut its channel, the 


northern slope of the rar 
through which the Arve 

Cha- 
relation to 


Loch Nilly 


ige 
Blanc, 
valley of 
mouni standing in the same 
Mont Blane as the 
does to Ben Caleagh. 

I have dwelt thus at 


glaciers of Great Britain 


valley of 


length on the 
because they 
have been the subject of my personal 
the Seotch Hich- 


lands and the mountains of Wales 


investigations. But 


and 
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Ireland are but a few of 


glacial distribution in Europe. 


the many cen- 
tres ot 
From the Scandinavian Alps glaciers de- 
scended also to the shores of the North- 
ern Ocean and the Baltic Sea. There is 
not a fiord of the 
upon its sides the tracks of the 
masses of ice forced 
and thus found 
Scotland. 

water, as far as it 


the 


Norway shore that does 
not bear 


creat which once 
an 


In- 


is pos- 


their way through it, 

outlet into the sea, as in 

deed, r the 
1] 


sible to follow 


unde 
them through 
I h ive 
1e United States the 
higher 


ancient glaciers must have ex- 


trans- 


parent nx dium, noticed in Great 


Britain and : same 


traces of lac cial action up, 80 

at these 
tended not only to the sea-shore, but into 
the ocean, as they do now in Greenland. 
Nor is this all. S« 


scattered upon E 


undinavian boulders, 
lish soil and over the 
plains of Northern Germany, tell us that 
Sea, but the German 


by ice, 


not only the Baltic 
also, was bridged 


on which thes 


Ocean 


LCTOSS 
masses of rock were trans- 
the whole of 
, from the Arctic Ocean 
borders of its 
all the 


showing 


worted. In short, 

Northern Eur 
: 

to the 


ovel 
isla southern 

in- 
that 
spread 


promontories, we find usual 


dications of glacial action, 


a continuous sheet of ice once 


over nearly the whole continent, while 


from all the mountain - ranges descended 


those more limited glacial tracks termi- 


nating frequently in transverse moraines 


the valleys, showing, that, as the 


acToss 
. ore 
ice-sheet broke 


rent ral 
into local 


ed 
] 


chain of hills became a 


up and contract- 
glaciers, every cluster or 
ntre of glacial 
such Alps ar 
Jura, the Highlands of Scot- 
f Wales - Tre- 
» He irtz, 


Vosges, nied many 


dispersion, as the now, 
such as the 
land, the mountains of 
land, the Alps of Scandinavia, 
the Black 


others have 


Forest, the 
been in ancient times. 

In the next article we shall consider the 
glacial phenomena as they exist in Amer- 
ica. 
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UNDER THE CLIFF. 


“ Srixx ailing, Wind? Wilt be appeased or no ? 
Which needs the other’s office, thou or I? 

Dost want to be disburthened of a woe, 
And can, in truth, my voice untie 

Its links, and let it go ? 


«“ Art thou a dumb, wronged thing that would be righted, 
Intrusting thus thy cause to me? Forbear! 

No tongue can mend such pleadings ; faith, requited 
With falsehood, — love, at last aware 

Of scorn, — hopes, early blighted, — 


“ We have them; but I know not any tone 
So fit as thine to falter forth a sorrow : 

Dost think men would go mad without a moan, 
If they knew any way to borrow 

A pathos like thy own ? 


** Which sigh wouldst mock, of all the sighs? The one 
So long escaping from lips starved and blue, 

That lasts while on her pallet-bed the nun 
Stretches her length ; her foot comes through 

The straw she shivers on, — 


“You had not thought she was so tall ; and spent, 
Her shrunk lids open; her lean fingers shut 

Close, close ; their sharp and livid nails indent 
The clammy palm ; then all is mute : 

That way, the spirit went. 


‘¢ Or wouldst thou rather that I understand 
Thy will to help me ? — like the dog I found 
Once, pacing sad this solitary strand, 
Who would not take my food, poor hound, 
But whined and licked my hand.” 


All this, and more, comes from some young man’s pride 


Of power to see, in failure and mistake, 
Relinquishment, disgrace, on every side, 
Merely examples for his sake, 
Helps to his path untried : 


Instances he must — simply recognize ? 

Oh, more than so ! — must, with a learner’s zeal, 
Make doubly prominent, twice emphasize, 

By added touches that reveal 
The god in babe’s disguise. 
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Oh, he knows what defeat means, and the rest, 
Himself the undefeated that shall be ! 

Failure, disgrace, he flings them you to test, — 
His triumph in eternity 


Too plainly manifest ! 


Whence judge if he learn forthwith what the wind 
Means in its moaning, — by the happy, prompt, 

Instinctive way of youth, I mean, — for kind 
Calm years, exacting their accompt 


Of pain, mature the mind: 


And some midsummer morning, at the lul 
Just about daybreak, as he looks acros 

A sparkling foreign country, wonderful 
To the sea’s edge for gloom and gloss 

Next minute must annul,— 

Then, when the wind begins among the 


So low, so low, what shall it mean but this ? 


* Here is the change beginning, here the lines 


Cirecumscribe be auty, set to bliss 

The limit time assigns.” 

Nothing be as it has been before ; 
Better, call it, only not the same. 

To draw one beauty into our hearts’ core, 
And keep it changeless! such our claim ; 


So answered, — Never more! 


Simple ? Why, this is the old woe o’ the world, 
Tune to whose rise and fall we live and die. 


tise throu 


ah it, then ! Rejoice that man is hurled 
From change to change unceasingly, 

His soul’s wings never furled ! 

That ’s a new question ; still remains the fact, 
Nothing endures: the wind moans, saying so ; 

We moan in a quiescence : there ’s life’s pa t, 
Perhaps probation, — do J know ? 

God does: endure His act! 


Only, for man, how bitter not to grave 
On his soul’s hands’ palms one fair, good, wise thing 
Just as he grasped it! For himself, death’s wave ; 


While time first washes — ah, the sting ! — 
O’er all he ’d sink to save. 
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SEVEN WEEKS IN 


is as hard to leave San Francisco 


as to get there. 


lo a traveller paying 


his first visit it has the interest of a new 


mores the meteorological 


planet It ig 


covern the rest of the world. 
snow there. There are no 


The t 


n or perihelion in 


wers uilor recognizes 


his custom : 


the thin w 


made in April is comfortably 


ollen suit which his patron had 
worn until 
Ay rail The only change of stock- 
i mm wet to dry, or from soil- 
Save 


Wwih- 


that in so-called 
r frequent rainfalls alternate with spot- 


less intervals of amber weather, and that 


one entire amber 


Se 
divine 


dramatist, 


resulti 


in the same manner as the pov- 


erty of dabblers in private theatricals,— 
flat i 
Thus, save tor the pur post ot ne 
Franci 


nths 


a singl 
pl Ly 


of-hand, th San 


might. repla mo 


seasons with one great kindly, 
sumptuous All The Year Round. 
Out of this be 


nignantsamencss whal 


rious fruits Fruit enor 


are produced ! 


metaphorical: for the scientific mar 


artist who cannot make hay while such 
sun shines from April to November must 


be ; othful laborer indeed. But fruit 


’ ae 
also literal : 


for what joy of vegetation is 


lacki tn oO . | — S- 
wckKing to the man who every month in 


the year can look through his study-win- 


dow on a green lawn, and have straw- 


berries and cream for his breakfast, — who 


ean sit down to this royal fruit, and at 


the same time to apricots, peache s, nec- 


tarines, blackberries, raspberries, melons, 
figs both yellow and purple, early apples, 
and grapes of three kinds ? 

Another delightful fact of San Fran- 


cisco is the Occidental Hotel. Its com- 


THE 


Gre at Yo-S mite . 


GREAT YO-SEMITE. 


There 


Remember- 


me. 


is like that of a royal h 


is nothing inn-ish about it. 


ing the chief hotels of many places, I am 


constrained to say iat I have never, 


even in New York, seen its equal for ele- 


gance of appointment, at 
PI 
ai ‘ 
cCeinence O11 Cui 


‘vants, or e@> 


ing come to this « 


xtreme ot 
from the extreme of barbarism, we 


that it actually needed an exertion 


leap from the lap of luxury, after a fort- 


night’s pleasaunce, and take to the woods 


again in flannel and corduroys. 


] 


But far more seductive I 


than the beau- 


iful bay, the heavenly climate, the para- 


iacal fruits, and the royal hotel of San 
Francisco, were the old friends whom we 
found, and the 


With but 


express - C4 
I 


new ones we ni 


ne ceptor (a a 
one exception, (an 


mpany, not a man, 


received by all our San- Fr 


and hel 


quaint ince in a kind 


ner, with a welcome and a cheer 
lichtful to ourselves as it was honorable 
, 
say whos 
among the ver 
} 
whose 


stretched to us, in 


we found our sweetest res 


colden 


ained 


evening and far int 


radiant face and 
a 


most iOvIng ly det 


ago when dreadful 
message, ‘“ Starr "ine ; a beg the 


ley 
aays 


lightning that seemed to end 


We 


4 ered under it: 
California had lost its soul 


in our hearts wit 


for us; at 


noon or in dreams that balmy land would 


nevermore be the paradise it once 
The last hand that pressed our 


sailed for the 


was 
to us. 
own, when we Isthmus on 


had 


ifornia wel- 


our way home, was the same that 
been first to give us our Cal 
Just 


off, Starr King stood at the 


come. before the lines were cast 


door of our 
state-room, and said, — 

“T could not bear to have you go 
Here 


are the cartes-de-visite I pre mised. They 


away without one more good-bye. 
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look hard-worked, but they look like me. 

Good bye ! God bless you ! I hope to 

make a visit to the East next summer, 

and then we will get together somewhere 
ares 


Good bye ! 
ladder. When 


the steamer glided off, his bright face 


by the sea. 
He went down the 
sent benedictions after us as far as we 
could see ; and then, for the last time on 
earth, that great, that good, that belov- 
ed man faded from our sight, — but, oh! 
never from our hearts, either in the here 
or the “ We shall see 
but not We shall 


“in the summer, by the 


hereafter. him, 


now.” be together 


with him sea”’; 


but that summer shall have other glory 


than the sun to lighten it, and the sea 
shall be of crystal. 
King was to have joined us in our Yo- 
We 
for this world, our last Op- 
portunity of close daily intercourse with 


Semite trip. little knew that we 


were losing, 


his sweet spirit, though we were griev- 
ously disappointed when he told us, on 
the eve of our setting out, that work for 
the nation must detain him in San Fran- 
cisco, after all. 

If report was true, we were going to 
the original site of the Garden of Eden, 
— into a region which out - Bendemered 
Bendemere, out-valleyed the valley of 
Rasselas, surpassed the Alps in its water- 
falls, and the Himmal’yeh in its preci- 
pices. As for the two former subjects 
of- comparison, we never met any tourist 
who could adjust the question from his 
own experience; but the superiority of 
the Yo-Semite to the Alpine cataracts 
was a matter put beyond doubt by re- 
peated judgments, and a couple of Eng- 
lish officers who had explored the wild- 
est Himmal’yeh scenery told Starr King 
that there was no precipice in Asia to be 
erandeur with 


compared for height or 
Tu-toch-anula and Tis-sa-ack. 

We were going into the vale whose 
giant domes and battlements had months 
before thrown their photographic shad- 
ow through Watkins’s camera across the 
mysterious wide continent, causing ex- 
clamations of awe at Goupil’s window, 
and ecstasy in Dr. Holmes’s study. At 


Weeks in the 


Great Yo-Semite. [ June, 


Goupil’s counter and in Starr King’s 
drawing-room we had gazed on them by 
the hour already,—I, let me confess it, 
half a Thomas-a-Didymus to Nature, un- 
willing to believe the utmost true of her 
till I could put my finger in her very 
prints. Now we were going to test her 
reported largess for ourselves. 

No Saratoga affair, this! <A total lack 
of tall trunks, frills, and curling - kids. 
Driven by the estrum of a Yo-Semite 
pilgrimage, the San - Francisco belle for- 
sakes (the Western vernacular is “ goes 
back on”) her back-hair, abandons her 
for those of the 
Sierra, and, like John Pheenix’s old la- 


dy who had her whole osseous system 


capillary “ waterfalls ” 


removed by the patent tooth-puller, de- 
] “ skeleton” behind 


parts, leaving her 
The bachelor who cares to see un- 


her. 
hooped wom inhood once more before he 
dies should go to the Yo-Semite. The 
scene was three or four times presented 
to us during our seven weeks’ camp there, 
—though the trip is one which might well 
cost a feeble woman her life. 

Our male preparations were of the 


most pionee> description. One wintry 
day since my return I was riding in a 


New - York Central, when 


an undaunted hx 


train on the 
rdsman, returning West- 
ward, flushed with the sale of beeves, ac- 
costed me with the question, —* Friend, 
yeou ’ve travelled consid’able, and be- 
lieve in the religion of Natur’, don’t ye ? ” 
66 Why so?” I r¢ sponded. “Them boots,” 
replied my new acquaintance, point- 
ing at a pair with high knee-caps, like 
those our party wore to the Yo-Semite. 
Otherwise, we took the oldest clothes 
we had, — and it is not difficult to find 
that variety in the trunk of a recent over- 
land stager. We were armed with Bal- 
lard rifles, shot-guns, and Colt’s revolvers 
which had come with us across the con- 
tinent ; our ammunition we got in San 
Francisco, together with all such com- 
missariat-luxuries as were worth trans- 
portation : our necessaries we left to be 
purchased at that jumping-off place of 
civilization, Mariposa, whence we were to 


start our pack-mules into the wilderness. 
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Let me recommend tourists like ourselves 
to include in the former catalogue plen- 
ty of canned fruits, sardines, and apple- 
butter, — in the latter, a jug of sirup for 
No woods- 
man, as will presently appear in our nar- 
rative, can tell when a slapjack may be 
the last 


the inevitable camp slapjacks. 


plank between him and starva- 
tion; and to this plank how powerfully 
sirup enables him to stick ! 

The 


would have pleased an exquisite (and he 


only portion of our outfit which 
must be rather of the Count- Devereux 
than the Foppington-Flutter school) was 
our horseflesh. That greatest of luxu- 
ries, a really good saddle-animal, is readi- 
ly and reasonably attainable in California. 
Everybody rides there; if you wish to 
create a sensation with your horseman- 
ship in the streets of San Francisco, you 
ride ill, 
this last. 


must not well: everybody does 


Even since the horse-railroad 


has beg in to « lutte r Monte 
(the San-Fran 


mery Street 
Boulevards) with 


—_ 


ly 


in 


its cars, it is a dai 


matter to see capital- 
ists and statesmen charging through that 
thoroughfare on a gallop, which, if re- 
peated in Broadway by Henry G. Steb- 
bins, would cost him his reputation on 
’Change and his seat in the next Con- 
gress. The nation of beggars-on-horse- 
back which first colonized California has 
left behind it 
of conservation, and multitudinous fleas 


not at all 


many traditions unworthy 


traditional, but even less keep- 
worthy ; but all honor be to the Span- 
Mixed - Breeds for 


having rooted the noble idea of horse- 


iards, Greasers, and 


manship so firmly in the country that 
even street-railroads cannot uproot it, and 
that Americans who never sat even so lit- 
tle as an Atlantic-State’s pony, on com- 
ing here presently take to the saddle with 
all their hearts. In most of the small- 
er Californian towns, a very serviceable 
half- or quarter-breed saddle-horse is to 
be had for forty dollars, — the “breed” 
portion of his blood being drawn from an 
Eastern stallion, the remaining fraction 
This 


animal, if need be, will live on road-side 


being native or Mustang stock. 


croppings nearly as well as a mule, — 
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travel all day long on an easy “ lope,” 
never offering to stop till fatigue makes 
him fall, — and, if you let him, will take 
you through chaparrals, and up and down 
precipices at whose bare suggestion an 
Eastern horse would break his legs. 
Our party, seeking rather more ambi 
tious mounts, supplied itself, after a tour 
through the San-Francisco stables, with 
saddle-animals at an average of seventy 
dollars apiece. This, payable in gold, 
then amounted to one hundred dollars 


but the New-York market 


not have furnished us with such 


in notes; 
could 
horses for one hundred and fifty dollars. 
It may seem as if, like most cavaleades, 
I must 
linger a moment to do justice to our ac- 
If there be a more perfect 
saddle than the Californian, I would ride 
Any- 
thing more unlike the slippery little pad 
the East bl 


parks and suburban roads cannot be im- 


we should never get started, but 
coutrements. 
bare-back a good way to get it. 


on which we of amble about 


agined. It is not for a day, but for all 
e, and for those who spend nearly the 
ri it. Its wooden skeleton is as 
scientifically fitted to the rider’s form as 
} 


. r 9” 
incroyavle s 


an old “ pair of pantaloons. 
There is no such thing as getting tired 
in or of it. Rising to the lower lumbar 
vertebre behind, and in front terminating 
gracefully in a broad-topped pommel, it 
enables one to lean back in descending, 
he ot 


forward in climbing, the great ridges on 
the path of California travel,—thus afford- 
ing capital relief both to one’s self and 
one’s horse, and bringing in both from a 
fifty-miles’ march comparatively unjaded. 

The stirrups of this saddle are broad 
hickory hoops, shaped 
Omega upside-down (g), left unpolish- 


nearly like an 


ed so as to afford the most unshakable 
footing, covered with a half-shoe of the 
stoutest leather, which renders it impos- 
sible for the 
ankle to foul under any circumstances. 
Attached to the 


swing is a wide 


toe to slip through or the 
straps from which these 
and neatly ornamented 
stirrup-leather, which effectually prevents 
the grazing of the rider’s leg. The sur- 


cingle, or, Californicé, the cinch, is a 
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broad strip of hair-cloth with a padded 


ring at either end through which you 
ith a half-hitch stout 
the 


not 


reeve and 
straps sew other rings under 
saddle - f uwrangement 
r than our Eastern kle, 

enables you to graduate the ti 
of your girth much more delica 

a far snugger fit. 

he only particular 

not commend and ade 


Mexi 


nabline him at will to tear 
of his horse to pi 

m which it 

pressure « 

from that 

him. Our 

head around would so 
drive him frantie. TI 
horses 

that 
ing my 
knees or ne 
upon wi 
spite of i 
very manageable single 


les 


Mexican head-sear, and too 


which its two reins are braided, 


ed the 


ordinary Eastern snaffle and curb. 


mense spurs completed our utrem 
— whips being | 


I m Ly 


before 


as well make 


routs going 

the Yo-Semit 

San Fr 

This tow! 
4} 

1¢ most nortl 


rive! $ fed dir¢ ( 


horses from 
Stockton. 

| 
' it 


uquin, t ; 
tly from the 

vada water-shed, and here throug 
middle portion of the State, —a 
indeed, continued through much of the 
till | Pacific 


of Nicaragua. The 


quite a different region, that of the broad 


s ower coast to the Isthmus 


Sacramento drains 


plains between the Sierra and Coast 
ranges, occupying the northern portion 
of the State,—resembling in its physical 
features, much more than any of the Pa- 
isolated 


cific streams beside, the large 


Weeks in the 


only other lar 
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trunks which drain the east slope of the 


Alleghanies. Th 


re rivet created from many 


Colorado is almost the 


tributaries, which debouches between the 


Columbia and the Isthmus,—and that ris- 


of the mathematical axis of the 
The Yo-Semite 


dles through which 


val- 


1g rivers reach the 
stream is the Mer- 
United-States 


t 
} 


to follow that 


\ cood 


1 
i picast 
i 


river mount 


uns, when your 


finger-nail touches the Sierra it will be 


(or would, were the maps somewhat cor- 


Yo-Semite. You 


will then see that our course led us across 


recter) in the Great 


} 
iree 


the 


miles, 
need 


mu¢ h 
] 


piains, 


tween fi 
some- 
embraced 


what like tl 


between ranges of the 
State 
lated her 


P d down in thi 


yu find an iso- 
1: ora small settlement drop- 
s not unfruitful waste, and 
thrice you come to a hybrid town, with 
2 Yankee notions sold 

We went i 
ur days to Mariposa, 


a,and 


the distance lei- 


here and there to sket h, 
. ee 


, we were 


h us a Jersey wagon, bought 
: ‘ - 
ston, in wl 


ch we Car- 
outfit till we shou 


l ld get 
at Mariposa, and 
essed for their first 


white mule with an 


int ap ible wl +, to neither of which 


other’s society their own new 


» as we did there. 
ogist the whole road 


is in- 


teresting,— especially to one making a 


specialty of owls. The only game with- 


I 
in easy reach is the dove and the Cali- 
fornia ground-squirrel,—a big fellow, 


much like our Northeastern gray, bar- 
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ring the former’s subterranean habits 


On the pl uins threaded by the road the 
save in the extremest 


is good, 
immer, when the @ 
lly feed at large 
iver-bottoms a 


en grass in the hich valleys 
-or ought to be: many 


San Joaquin 


nt trees 


3 
iwere 


uolomne 
hvoberts s 


in dimen- 


] L . 
LOOK for i 


and pen 
intar 


qua ith new Dry: 


crow of color from our ar 


a thriving subur 


] ] 
ve complete our Cavaicade 


‘-animals, transferred our wagon- 


: } l / 
neir backs, (the verage muile- 


weighs from two hundred and fifty 
to three hundred pounds,) roped it there 
in the most approved muletero - fashion, 


the wilderness. 
Beside Bie 


two other gentlemen wh 


and started into 
et us call the roll. 

» with 
ul formed the original overland- 
numbered two young artists of 
it now sojourning for a short 
‘alifornia, Williams, an old Re- 
Perry, Diisseldorf 
also a highly scientific metallur- 


John 


time in ( 
man, and an ancient 
friend, — 
gist and physicist generally, Dr. 


Hew ston of 


San Francisco. 
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Yo-Semite. 


To serve the party we secured a man 


and a boy. Regarding the former, per- 


haps the more truthful assertion would 
be that he secured us; for, as will short- 


] appear, though we bought his services, 
1e sold us in return. We picked him up 


in a San- Francisco employment - office, 


ifter looking all over the city for a re- 


spectable groom and camp-cook, and find- 

ing that in a scarce-labor country like 
: : é 

fifty gold dollars pei 


i 


California even 


month, with k p and expenses, were 


sufficient bait for the catch we want 
He was a meagre, wiry fel 


hair, 


low, with 


} 


serviceable - looking hands, 


} 


end to self- recommendations ; 


it was impossible to ask alter him 
I 


‘ Jast pla e,” that having been General 
suchanan’s for- 


As he 


knew 


Johnston’s camp during 


ipation of Utah. 


cible- feeble oc: 
id he had been a teamster, and 


soup-meat went into cold water, 


blindly into an engagement 
iawe - service fashion, 


and 


him for better or worse. The thing 
h I think finally * fired our North- 
and clinched the matter was 


Se- 


ern hearts ” 
his assertion of nephewship to the 
cession Governor Vance, whose name he 
bore, combined with unswerving person- 
al loyalty. Lest by some future D’Israeli 
this be written down among the tradi- 
| let 


tional sses of learned 
me say that he was our pis-aller,— we 


gre enne men, 
finding ourselves within two hours of the 
Sto kton boat, with nobody to help pack 
our mules or care for them and the horses. 

The boy we ebtained near Mariposa. 
He was an independent squire to the 
man of whom we got the extra animals, 
and accompanied them as a sort of trus- 


tee and prochein amy to an orphan fam- 


ily of mules. At fifteen years and in 
jackets, he was one of the keenest specu- 
lators in fire-arms I ever saw ; could swap 
horses or play poker with anybody ; and, 
take him for all in all, in the Eastern 
States, at least, I shall never look upon 
his like again. 

Thus manned, and leading, turn-about, 


four or five pack-beasts by as many tow- 


lines, we struck up into the well-wooded 
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Sierra foot-hills, commencing our climb 
The 


whole distance to the Valley was fifty 


at the very outset from Mariposa. 
miles. For twelve of these we pursued 
a road in some degree practicable to carts, 
and leading to one of those inevitable 
steam saw-mills with which a Yankee 
always cuts his first swath into the tall 
grass of Barbarism. Passing the saw- 
mill in the very act of astonishing the 
wilderness with a dinner - whistle, we 
struck a trail and fell into single file. 
Thenceforward our way was almost a 
continuous alternation of descent and 
climb over outlying ridges of the Sierra. 
and the ele- 
mentary condition of our intellects in 


Our raw - recruited mules, 


the science of professional packing, spun 
out this portion of our journey to three 
days, — though allowance is to be made 
for the fact of our stopping at noon of 
the second day and not resuming our trail 
This in- 


terim we spent in visiting the Big Trees, 


till the morning of the third. 


which are situated four or five miles off 
the Yo-Semite track. 

“ Clark’s,” 
purpose, is just half-way between Mari- 


* Clark” 


where tourists stop for this 


posa and the great Valley. 


himself is one of the best-informed men, 


one of the very best cuides, I ever met 


in the Californian or any other wilder- 
He is a fine-looking, 


grizzly - hunter 


ness. stalwart 


and miner of the 

days, wears a noble full beard hued 
like his favorite game, but no head-cov- 
ering of any kind since he recovered 
from a fever which left .his head intoler- 
ant of even a slouch. He lives among 
folk, near Mariposa, in the winter, and 
in summer occupies a hermitage built by 
himself in one of the loveliest lofty val- 
leys of the Sierra. 


ellers a surprise by the nicest 


Here he gives trav- 
poached 
eggs and rashers of bacon, home-made 
bread and wild-strawberry sweetmeats, 
which they will find in the State. 
Before reaching Clark’s we had been 
astonished at the dimensions of the ordi- 
nary pines and firs, our trail for miles 
at a time running through forests where 


trees one hundred and fifty feet high 
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were very common and trees of two hun- 
dred feet by no means rare, while some 
of the very largest must have consider- 
ably surpassed the latter measurement. 
But these were in their turn dwarfed 
by the Big Trees proper, as thoroughly 
dwarfed a 
I find 


no one on this side the continent who 


as themselves would have 


common Green-Mountain forest. 


believes the literal truth which travellers 
Peo- 
ple sometimes think they do, but that is 
only because 


tell about these marvellous giants. 


they fail to realize the 
proposition. They have no concrete idea 
of how the asserted proportions look. 
Tell a carpenter, or any other man at 
home with the look of dimensions, what 
you have seen in the Mariposa-County 
groves, and his eye grows incredulous in 
a moment. I freely confess, that, though 
I always thought I had believed travel- 
lers in their recitals on this subject, when 
I saw the trees I found I had bargained 
to credit no such story as that, and for a 
moment felt half-reproachful towards the 
friends who had cheated me of my faith 
under a misapprehension. 

Take the dry statistics of the matter. 
Out of one hundred and _ thirty - two 
trees which have been measured, not one 
underruns twenty-eight feet in circum- 
ference ; five range between thirty-two 
and thirty-six feet; fifty-eight between 
forty and fifty feet ; thirty-four between 
fifty and sixty; fourteen between sixty 
and seventy; thirteen between seventy 
and eighty ; two between eighty and nine- 
ty ; two between ninety and one hundred; 
two are just one hundred; and one is 
one hundred and two. This last, before 
the storms truncated it, had a height of 
four hundred feet. I found a rough lad- 
der laid against its trank,—for it is pros- 
trate,—and climbed upon its side by that 
I mounted 
the swell of the trunk to the butt and 


and steps cut in the bark. 


there made the measurement which as- 
certained its diameter as thirty-four feet, 
hundred and 
Of course the 
thickness of its bark is various, but I cut 


— its circumference one 


two feet plus a fraction. 


off some of it to a foot in depth and 
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there was evidently plenty more below 
that. 

© 

To make some rough attempt at a con- 
ception of what these figures amount to, 


suppose the tree fallen at the gable of 


an ordinary two-story house. You pro- 
pose to cross by a plank laid from your 
That 
plank would perceptibly slope up from 


roof to the upper side of the tree. 
your roof-peak. Through another tree, 
lying prostrate also, and hollow from end 
to end, our whole cavalcade charged at 
the full trot for a distance of one hundred 
and fifty feet. 
tree before truncation had been about 
three hundred and fifty feet. In the hol- 


The entire length of this 


low bases of trees still standing we easily 
sheltered ourselves and horses. We tried 
throwing to the top of some of them with 
ludicrous unsvecess, and finally came to 
the monarch of them all, a glorious mon- 
ster not included in the above table of 
dimensions, as most of those measured are 
still living, and all have the bark upon 
while the tree is to some ex- 
When it stood 


erect in its live wrappings, it measured 


them still, 
tent barked and charred. 


forty feet in diameter, — over one hun- 
dred and twenty in circumference! Es- 
timates, grounded on the well-known 
principle of yearly cortical increase, in- 
disputably throw back the birth of these 
Thus 


their tender saplings were running up 


largest giants as far as 1200 B. c. 


just as the gates of Troy were tumbling 
down, and some of them had fulfilled the 
lifetime of the late Hartford Charter-Oak 
when Solomon called his master-masons 
to refreshment from the building of the 
Temple. We cannot realize time-images 
as we can those of space by a reference 
to dimensions within experience, so that 
the age of these marvellous trees still re- 
mains to me an incomprehensible fact, 
though with my mind’s eye I continue to 
see how mountain-massy they look, and 
how dwarfed is the man who leans against 
them. We lingered among them half a 
day, the artists making color - studies of 
the most picturesque, the rest of us iz- 
ing away at something scientific,—Bota- 
ny, Entomology, or Statistics. In Geol- 
VOL. XIII. 48 
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ogy and Mineralogy there is nothing to 
do here or in the Valley,—the formation 
all being typical Sierra-Nevada granite, 
with no specimens to keep or problems 
to solve. Of course our artists neither 
made nor expected to make anything like 
The 


marvellous of size does not go into gilt 


a realizing picture of the groves. 
frames. You paint a Big Tree, and it on- 
ly looks like a common tree in a cramped 
coffin. To be sure, you can put a live fig- 
ure against the butt for comparison ; but, 
unless you take a canvas of the size of 
Haydon’s, your picture is quite as likely to 
resemble Homunculus against an average 
timber-tree as a large man against Se- 
What our artists did do 
was to get a capital transcript of the Big 


quoia gigantea. 


Trees’ color,—a beautifully bright cinna- 
mon-brown, which gives peculiar gayety 
to the forest, “‘ making sunshine in the 
shady place”; also, their typical figure, 
which is a very lofty, straight, and branch- 
less trunk, crowned almost at the summit 
by a mass of colossal gnarled boughs, slen- 
der plumy fronds, delicate thin leaves, 
and smooth cones searce larger than a 
plover’s egg. Perhaps the best idea of 
their figure may be obtained by fancying 
an Italian stone-pine grown out of recol- 
lection. 

Between all the ridges we had hitherto 
crossed, silvery streams leaped down in- 
tensely cold through the granite chasms, 
— all of them fed from the snow-peaks, 
and charmingly picturesque, — most of 
them good trout-brooks, had we possessed 
time to try a throw; and now, on leaving 
Clark’s, we crossed the largest of these, 
a fork of the Merced which flows through 
his valley. For twelve miles farther a 
series of tremendous climbs tasked us and 
our beasts to the utmost, but brought us 
quite apropos at dinner-time to a lovely 
green meadow walled in on one side by 
near snow-peaks. A small brook running 
through it speedily furnished us with frogs 
enough for an entrée. Between two and 
three in the afternoon we set out upon 
the last stage of our pilgrimage. We were 
now nearly on a plane with the top of 
the mighty precipices which wall the Yo- 
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Semite Valley, and for two hours longer 
found the trail easy, save where it cross- 
ed the bogs of summit-level springs. 
Immediately after leaving the meadow 
where we dined we plunged again into 
the thick forest, where every now and 
then some splendid grouse or the beauti- 
ful plume-crowned California quail went 
before our horses. 


whirring from 


away 
’ 


Here and there a broad grizzly “ sign’ 


intersected our trail. The tall purple 
deer-weed, a magnificent searlet flower 
of name unknown to me, and another 
blossom like the laburnum, endlessly va- 
ried in its shades of roseate, blue, or the 
hill - sides 


All 


but one other flow- 


compromised tints, made the 
gorgeous beyond human gardening. 
these were scentless ; 
er, much rarer, made fragrance enough 


for all. 


ton,” 


Tl is was the “ Lady W ashing- 
and much resembled a snowy day- 
ily with an odor of tuberoses. Our dense 
leafy surrounding hid from us the fact of 
our approach to the Valley’s tremendous 
battlement, till our trail turned at a 
sharp angle 


tion Point.” 


and we stood on “ Inspira- 


That name had appeared pedantic, but 
we found it only the spontaneous expres- 


spot. We 


to be seeing from 


sion of our own feelings on the 


+ 


t so much 


hat crag of vision a new scene on the 


old familiar globe as a new heaven anda 
new earth into which the creat 
had just been breathed. 


as I did then, at 


ive spirit 
I hesitate now, 


g my 


the attempt to give 


tterance. Never were words so 


for 


vision U 


begvared an abridged translation of 
anv Scripture of Nature. 
We stood on the verge of 


a precipice 
tl j 


more than three iousand feet in height, 
—a sheer cranite wall, whose terrible per- 
pendicular distan ‘e baffled all visual com- 
putation. Its foot was hidden among ha- 
zy green spicule,—they might be ten- 
der spears of grass catching the slant sun 
on uph ld aprons of cobweb, or giant 
pines whose tops that sun first gilt before 
he made gold of all the Valle; 

There faced us another wall like our 
How far off it might be we could 


only guess. When Nature’s li 


own. 


htning hits 
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a man fair and square, it splits his yard- 
stick. 


mathematicians 


On recovering from this stroke, 
the 
width of the Valley to vary between half 
Where we stood 


have ascertained 
a mile and five miles. 
the width is about two. 

I said a wall like our own; but as 
yet we could not know that certainly, 
for of Our 


eyes seemed spellbound to the tremendous 


our own we saw nothing. 


precipice which stood smiling, not frown- 
ing at us, in all the serene radiance of 
a snow-white granite Boodh, — broadly 
than glistening, in the 


lendors 


burning, rather 
white - hot s 


From that 


) of the setting sun. 
first 


of purple twilight 


I 
sun, clear back to the 
avant-courier tract 
flushing the eastern sky-rim — yes, as if it 
were the very butment of the eternally 
blue Californian heaven— ran that wall, 


always sheer as the plummet, without 


a Visible 


might climb or sparrow fly,—so broad that 


break through which squirrel 


it was just faint-lined like the paper on 


which I write by the loftiest waterfall in 
the world, lofty that its very breadth 
could not dwarf it, while the mighty pines 


and Douglas firs whic 


eds 


h grew all along its 
e d like mere cilia on the gran- 


it Valle 


astonishment of the 


ite lid of the Gre y’s upgazing eye. 


In the first view, we 
took the whole battlement at a sweep, 
and seemed to see an unbroken sky-line ; 
but as ecstasy gave way to examination, 
we discovered how creatly some portions 
of the precipice surpassed our immediate 
vis-a-vis in height. 
little 


First, a | our off-look, there 


projected boldly into the Valley from the 


dominant line of the base a square stu- 


pendous tower that might have been 
hewn by the diamond adzes of the Genii 
for a second Babel-experiment, in expec- 


Here and 


there the tools had left a faint scratch, 


tance of the wrath of Allah. 


only deep as the width of Broadway and 
a bagatelle of five hundred feet in length ; 
but that detracted no more from the 
unblemished four-square contour of the 
entire mass than a pin-mark from the 
symmetry of a door-post. <A city might 


have been built on its grand flat top. 
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And, oh! the gorgeous masses of light 


and shadow which the falling sun cast on 
it, — the shadows like great waves, the 
lights like their spumy tops and flying mist, 
— thrown up from the heaving breast of 
! th 
1e dome of heaven is cloudless 


I still dri 


the bringing 


17 
a goiden sea 


} 
t 


1 California at this sea- 
son : but 
um of what must 
Tu-tocl 
onation-day majesties by the broken win- 
ter The height of 


his precipice is nearly four tl 


t 


be done for 
-out of 1-anula’s cor- 


1 c 
Sky Olt 


leece and fire. 
10usand feet 
his name is supposed to 
Valley’s tutelar deity. He 
also rejoices in a Spanish al 
Missi 
late 


perpendicular ; 
} 


be that of tl 


the 


ias, 


some 
on Indian having attempted to trans- 


} 


by “ El Capitan” the ide 


a of divine 
ty implied in Tu-toch-anula. 


Valley to the 


far above the rest of the sky- 


the eastward 


arly five thousand feet above 
lley, a hemisphere of granite, cap- 
I 
, 1 °, 
sheer wall, without an appar- 
shrub to hide 


tions. This 


ol its vast propor- 


we immediately recognized 


as the famous To-coy-z, better known 
through W atkins’s photographs as the 
North 


anil reg 


Great 
the 
the latter 


Dome. I am ignorant of 


¢ 
ot 


the 


m<¢ former but 
Be- 
tween Tu-toch-anula and the Dome, the 


wall rose here pin- 


far 


name, 


is certainly ay 


ppropriate. 


and there into great 


nacles ant owers, but its sky-line is 
more than that of the 


southern 
standing. 
ose to the edge of the pre- 


AC 


d aleng over our own 
Its contour was a 

our stand-point to a 
1e North Dome, 


ley dwindles to its least 


east 


pnosite where 


width, 


sO 
intermediate crests and pin- 
pend 
] 


like t 
clear and sharp -cut 


nacles wl ic] i] 


cul 


tK pped the 


within 


per ar 


stood h 


wall 


teeth of 


our vision e 
a saw, 


against the blue There is the same 


sky. 
plumb-line uprightness in these mighty 
precipices ¢ 
side ; I 
en by bold promontories, and their tabu- 
lar tops, ir 


1s in those of the opposite 


ut their front is much more brok- 


istead of lying horizontal, 


slope 
up at an angle of forty-five degrees or 
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more from the spot where we were stand- 
ing, and make a succession of oblique 
prism - sections whose upper edges are 


between three and four thousand feet in 


height. But the glory of this southern 
wall comes at the termination of our vic 
opposit the North Dome. 


cipice rises to the heigh 


a parabolic sky -line, 


- 
Here the pre- 
t of nearly one 


sheer mile with 


and its posterior surface is as elegantly 


rounded as an this 
of pol- 


ished granite, whose face would cover one 


acorn-cup. From 


contour results a naked semi-cone 


of our smaller Eastern counties, though 
its exquisite proportic ns make it seem 
hold the hollow of the 


A small pine-covers l 


a thing 
hand. 


detritus li 


to in 
glacis of 
es its foot, but every yard 
of all life save the 
paleeozoic memoric 8 which have w rinkle d 
the Colossus the 


tl I never cot 


: . : 
above that bare 


vranite from earliest 


seethings ot 
eall Yo- 


used to speak « 


the fire-time. 


S 


ild 
I 


a emite crag inorgar as 
. ° | 
of everything not strictly 
animal or In the presence of 


South Dome that utterance 


ame blasphemous. 
Who knew 


foot was merely the 


Not living was 
the débris i 
r 


it ? but at its 


at and 
exuvie of astone life’s great work-day ? 
Who 


were 


cast-o Swe 


knew but the vital changes which 
going on within its gritty cellular 
tissue were only imperceptible to us be- 
What 
was he who stood up before Tis-sa-ack 
and said, “ Thou art dead rock! 


cause 


silent and vastly secular ? 


i aie 
momentary sojourner in the bosom of a 
evclie pe riod whose clock his race had 
never hear 


himself 


yet lived long 


strike? What, too 


were bu 


enough to 
, if Tis-sa-ack 
t one of the atoms in a grand or- 


canism where we could see only by mon- 
ads at a time, —if he < e sun and 


some 


eron that li 


: 
eralize too r 
of organisms ! 


these 


on 


things, we bared our head 


forehead of Tis-sa-ack. 


I have spoken of 


the barer 


the Great South 
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Dome in the masculine gender, but the 
No- 
where is there a more beautiful Indian 
legend than that of Tis-sa-ack. I will 
condense it sentences 


native tradition makes it feminine. 


into a few short 
from the long report of an old Yo-Se- 
mite brave. ‘Tis-sa-ack was the tutelar 
goddess of the Valley, as Tu-toch-anula 
was its fostering god, — the former a ra- 
diant maiden, the latter an ever-young 
immortal, — 

“amorous as the month of May.” 
Becoming desperately fascinated with 
his fair colleague, Tu-toch-anula spent 
in her arms all the divine long days of 
the California summer, kissing, dallying 
lingering, until the 


starve for lack of the 


and Valley - tribes 
began to crops 
which his supervision should have ripen- 
ed, and a deputation of venerable men 
came from the dying people to prostrate 


Full 


“anguish at her nation’s woes, she rose 


themselves at the foot of Tis-sa-ack. 


and cried for suc- 


from her lover’s arms, 


or to the Great Spirit. Then, with a 


terrible noise of thunder, the mighty cone 
split from heaven to earth, — its frontal 
half falling down to dam the snow-waters 
back into a lake, whence to this day the 
beautiful Valley-stream takes one of its 
loveliest branches,— its other segment 
remaining erect till this present, to be 
South 


memoriam title of Tis-sa-ack. 


the in- 
But the 
divine maiden who died to save her people 


the Great Dome under 


appeared on earth no more, and in his 
agony Tu-toch-anula carved her image on 
the face of the mile-high wall, as he had 
carved his own on the surface of El Ca- 
pitan, — where a lively faith and good 
glasses may make out the effigies unto 
this day. 

Sometimes these Indian traditions, be- 
ing translated according to the doctrine 
if correspondences, are of great use to 
the scientific man,—in the present in- 
stance, as embalming with sweet spices 
a geological fact, and the reason of a wa- 
ter-course whch else might become ob- 
secured by time. You may lose a rough 
fact because everybody is handling it 
and passing it around with the sense of 
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a liberty to present it next in his own 
way; but a fact with its facets cut — 
otherwise a poem—is unchangeable, im- 
perditable. Seeing it has been manu- 
factured once, nobody tries to make it 


over again. The fact is regarded sub- 


ject to liberal translation; poems circu- 


late virgin and verbatim. In some future 
article I may recur to this topic with ref- 
erence to the Columbia River, and the 
capital light afforded to delvers. in its 
wondrous trap-rock by the lantern of 
Indian legend. 

Let us leave the walls of the Valley to 
speak of the Valley itself, as seen from 
this great altitude. There lies a sweep 
of emerald grass turned to chrysoprase 
by the slant-beamed sun, — chrysoprase 
beautiful enough to have been the tenth 
foundation - stone of John’s apocalyptic 
heaven. Broad and fair just beneath 
us, it narrows to a little strait of green 
between the butments that uplift the gi- 
ant domes. Far to the westward, wi- 
dening more and more, it opens into the 


bosom of great mountain-ranges, — into 


a field of perfect | 


excess, —into an unspeakable suffusion 


ight, misty by its own 


of glory created from the pheenix-pile of 
Here it 


treeless as some rich old clover-mead ; 


the dying sun. lies almost as 
yonder, its luxuriant smooth grasses give 


way to a dense wood of cedars, oaks, 
Not a living creature, either 


breaks the 


and pines. 


man or beast, visible silence 


of this inmost paradise ; but for our- 


selves, standing at the precipice, petri- 
fied, as it were, rock on rock, the great 
world might well be running back in 
stone-and-grassy dreams to the hour 
when God had given him as yet but two 
We 
were breaking into the sacred closet of 
What if, on 
considering herself, she should of a sud- 


daughters, the crag and the clover. 
Nature’s self-examination. 


den, and us-ward unawares, determine 
to begin the throes of a new cycle, — 
spout up remorseful lavas from her long- 
hardened conscience, and hurl us all 
skyward in a hot concrete with her un- 
9 


bosomed sins? Earth below was as mo- 


tionless as the ancient heavens above, 
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save for the shining serpent of the Merced, 
which silently to our ears threaded the 
twinkled 
burnished back in the sunset wherever 


middle of the grass, and his 
for a space he glided out of the shadow 
of woods. 

To behold this Promised Land proved 
quite a different thing from possessing 
it. Only the silleros of the Andes, our 
mules, horses, and selves, can understand 
how much like a nightmare of endless 
roof-walking was the descent down the 
face of the precipice. A painful and 
most circuitous dug-way, where our an- 

| 


imals had constantly to stop, lest their 


impetus should tumble them headlong, 
1 


the 
thought of a side-fall was terror, brought 


all the way past steeps where mere 


us in the twilight to a green meadow, 


ringed by woods, the banks of the 


Merced. 
Here we pit 


alling it “ Camp Rosalie,” 


on 


Yo-Semite 
af- 


and 


hed our first 
camp, ( 
dear friend of mine 


ter a absent 


Bierstadt’s. Removing our packs and 
saddles, we dismissed their weary bear- 
ers to the deep green meadow, with no 
farther qualification to their license than 
might be found in ropes seventy feet 
long fastened to deep - driven pi kets. 
We soon got together dead wood and 
pitchy boughs enough to kindle a roar- 
fire,—made a kitchen-table by wedg- 


ing 
ing logs between the trunks of a three- 
forked tree, and thatching these with 
smaller sticks, — selected a cedar - cano- 
pied piece of flat sward near the fire for 
high 


could reach despoiled our fragrant bal- 


our bed-room, and as up as we 


dacchini for the mattresses. I need not 
praise to any woodsman the quality of 
a sleep on evergreen - strewings. 
During our whole stay in the Valley, 
most of us made it our practice to rise 
with the dawn, and, immediately after 
a bath in the ice-cold Merced, take a 
breakfast which might sometimes fail in 
the game- department, but was an in- 
variable success, considered as slapjacks 
and coffee. Then the loyal nephew of 
the Secesh governor and the testamenta- 


ry guardian of the orphan mules brought 
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our horses up from picket; then the ar- 
tists with their camp-stools and color- 
boxes, the sages with their goggles, nets, 
botany-boxes, and bug-holders, the gen- 
tlemen of elegant leisure with their na- 
ked eyes and a fish-rod or a gun, all rode 
away whither they listed, firing back 
Parthian shots of injunction about the 
dumpling in the grouse - fricassee. 
Sitting in their divine workshop, by 
a little after sunrise our artists began 
labor in that only method which can 
ever make a true painter or a living 
landscape, color-studies on the spot; and 
though I am not here to speak of their 
results, I will assert that during their 
seven weeks’ camp in the Valley they 
learned more and gained greater mate- 
rial for future triumphs than they had 
gotten in all their lives before at the feet 
Meanwhile the 


other two vaguely divided orders of gen- 


of the greatest masters. 


tlemen and sages were sight-seeing, whip- 
ping the covert or the pool with various 
success for our next day’s dinner, or 
hunting specimens of all kinds, — A gas- 
sizing, so to speak. 

Merced to 


yar, yet extensive, class of sportsmen 


I cannot praise the 
} 
vu 
| 


with whom fishing means nothing but 


catching fish,—to that select minority 
of illuminati who go trouting for intel- 
lectual culture, because they cannot hear 
Booth or a Sonata of Beethoven’s,—who 
write rhapsodies of much fire and many 
pages on the divine superiority of the 
curve of an hyperbola over that of a pa- 
a fly, 
three little troutlings ak sple ndid day’s 
sport, me boy !” because those rash and 
ill-advised infants have 


rabola in the cast of -who call 


] been deceived 
by a feather-bug which never would have 
been of any use to them, instead of a real 
worm which would. We, who can mak« 
prettier curves and deceive larger game 
in a dancing-party at home, did not go 
to the Yo-Semite for that kind of sport. 
When I found that the best bait or fly 
caught only half a dozen trout in an af- 
ternoon, — and those the dull, black, Cali- 
fornia kind, with lined sides, but no spots, 
—I gave over bothering the unambi- 
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tious burghers of the flood with invita- 
tions to a rise in life, and took to the 
meadows with a butterfly - net. 

My experience teaches that no sage 
(or gentleman) should chase the butter- 
fly on horseback. You are liable to put 
your net over your horse’s head instead 
of the The butterfly keeps 
rather You 


mean to 


butterfly. 
ahead of the 
when 


horse. may 


throw your horse you 


throw the net. The idea is a romantic 
one; it carries you back to the days 
of chivalry, when court-butterflies were 
said to have been netted from the saddle, 
— but it carries you nowhere else in 
particular, unless perhaps into a small 
branch of the Merced, where you don’t 
want to go. Then, too, if you slip down 
and leave your horse standing while you 
steal on a giant Papilio which is suck- 
ing the deer-weed in such a sweet spot 
for a cast, your horse (perhaps he has 
heard of the French general who said, 
“* Asses centre ! “7 


may discover that he also is a sage, and 


and savans to the 
retire to botanize while you are butter- 
flving, —a contingency which entails your 
wading the Merced after him five several 
times, and finally going back to camp in 
wet disgust to procure another horse and 
a lariat. An experience faintly hinted 
at in the above suggestions soon con- 
vinced me that the great arm of the ser- 
vice in butterfly- warfare is infantry. 
After I had turned myself into a modest 
Retiarius, I had no end to success. Mari- 
The hon- 


ey of its groves and meadows is sucked 


posa County is rightly named. 


by some of the largest, the most mag- 
nificent, and most widely varied butter- 
flies in the world. 

At noon those of us who came back to 
camp had a substantial dinner out of our 
abundant stores, reinforced oce sionally 
with grouse, quail, or pigeons, contrib- 
uted by the The 


mostly dined @ la fourchette, in 


sportsmen. artists 
their 
workshop, — something in a pail being 
carried out to them at noon by our In- 
fant Phenomenon. He was a skeleton 
of thinness, and an incredibly gaunt mus- 


tang was the one which invariably car- 
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ried the lunch; so we used to call the 
boy, when we saw him coming, “ Death 
on the Pail-Horse.” At evening, when the 
artists returned, half an hour was passed 
in a “ private view” of their day’s stud- 
ies; then came another dinner, called a 
supper ; then the tea-kettle was emptied 
into a pan, and brush-washing with talk 
and pipes led the rest of the genial way 
to bed-time. 

In his charming “ Peculiar,” Epes Sar- 
gent has given us an episode called the 
«“ Story of Estelle.” It is the greatest 


of compliments to him that I could get 


thoroughly interested in her lover, when 
he bore the name of one of the most au- 


mortals I ever 


dacious and picaresque 
] 


new, —our hired man, who sold us— 


our —— But hear my episode: it is 


THE VANCE. 

Vance. 
nephew with the Secesh uncle. 
be brief. Our 


STORY OF 
The cognomen of the loyal 
I will 
fail. 


One morning we equipped Vance with 


stores began to 
a horse, a pack-mule to lead behind him, 
a list of purchases, and eighty golden 
dollars, bidding him good-speed on the 
trail to Mariposa. He was to return la- 


1] 


} *sl y 
den with all for 


the modern equivalents for 
corn, wine, and oil, on the fifth or sixth 


day from his departure. Seven days 
glided by , and the material for more slap- 
jacks with them. We grew perilously 
nigh our bag-bottoms. 

One morning I determined to save the 
party from starvation, and with a fresh 
supply of the currency set out for Mari- 
posa. At Clark’s I learned that our man 
had camped there about noon on the day 
he left us, turned his horse and mule 
loose, instead of picketing them, and 
spent the rest of the sunlight in a siesta. 
When he arose, his animals were undis- 
coverable. He accordingly borrowed 
Clark’s only horse to go in search of 
them, and the generous hermit had not 
seen him since. 

Carrying these pleasant bits of intel- 
ligence, I resumed my way toward the 
settlements. Coming by the steam saw- 


mill, I recognized Vance’s steed grazing 
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by the way-side, threw my lariat over his 
head, and led him in triumph to Mari- 
posa. There I arrived at eight in the 
evening of the day I left the Valley, — 
having performed fifty miles of the hard- 
est mountain-trail that was ever travel- 
led in a little less than twelve hours, 
making allowance for our halt and noon- 
feed at Clark’s. If ever a California horse 
was tried, it was mine on that occasion ; 
and he came into Mariposa on the full 
gallop, scarcely wet, and not galled or 
jaded in the least. 

Here I found our mule, whose obsti- 
nate memory had carried him home to 
his old stable, — 


brief, but 


also the remaining events 
in Vance’s brilliant 
That ornament of the Utah and Yo-Se- 


expeditions had entered Mariposa 


career. 


mite 
on Clark’s horse, — lost our eighty cold- 
en dollars at a single session of bluff,— 


for Coulterville, 


1 


departed gayly 
sold Clark’s 


including saddle and bridle, and 


where he 
horse at auction for forty 
dollars, 


immediately at another game of bluff 


lost the entire purchase -money to the 
happy buyer, (Clark got his horse again 
on proving title,)— and finally vanished 
for parts unknown, with nothing in his 
pocket but buttons, or in his memory but 
villanies. Nowhere out of California 
or Old Spain can there exist such a 
modern survivor of the days of Gil Blas! 

Too happy in the recovery of Clark’s 
and our own animals to waste time in 
hue-and-cry, I loaded my two reclaimed 
pack - beasts with all that our commis- 
Clark’s, on 


my way back, the third day after leaving 


sariat needed, —nooned at 
the Valley for Mariposa, and that same 
night was among my rejoicing comrades 
at the head of the Great Yo-Semite. 
That afternoon they had come to the 
bottom of the flour-bag, after living for 
three days on unleavened slapjacks with- 
out either butter or sirup. I have seen 
people who professed to relish the Jew- 
ish Passover - bread; but, after such an 
experien eas our party’s, I venture to 
say they would have regarded it wor- 
thy of a place among the other abolished 
types of the Mosaic dispensation. As 
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for me and the mule, we felt our hearts 


swell within us as if we had come to 


raise the siege of Leyden. In that same 
enthusiasm shared our artists, savans, 
and gentlemen, embracing the shaggy 
neck of the had 
brother what time they realized that his 


i” 
g 
mule as he been a 
panniers were full. Can any one won- 
‘A slapjack 


may be the last plank between the woods- 


der at my early words, 


man and starvation ” ? 

Just before I started after supplies our 
party moved its camp to a position five 
miles up the Valley beyond Camp Rosa- 
lie, in a beautiful grove of oaks and ce- 
dars, close upon the most sinuous part 
of the Merced margin, with rich pasture 
for our animals immediately across the 
stream, and the loftiest cataract in the 
world roaring over the bleak precipice 
This is the Yo-Semite Fall 
proper, or, in the Indian, “ Cho-looke.” 


By the most recent geological surveys 


opposite. 


this fall is credited with the astounding 
height of twenty-eight hundred feet. At 
an early period the entire mass of water 
must have plunged that distance with- 
break. 


of slant projection changes the headlong 


out At this day a single ledge 
flood from cataract to rapids for about 
four hundred feet ; but the unbroken up- 
per fall is fifteen hundred feet, and the 
lower thirteen hundred. In the spring 
and early summer no more magnificent 
sight can be imagined than the tour- 
ist obtains from a stand- point right in 
the midst of the spray, driven, as by a 
wind blowing thirty miles an hour, from 
of the lower fall. 
At all seasons Cho-looke is the grandest 


the thundering basin 
mountain-waterfall in the known world. 

While I am speaking of waterfalls, let 
me not omit ** Po-ho-no,” or ** The Bridal 
Veil,” which was passed on the southern 
side in our way to the second and about 


As Tis-sa- 


ack was a good, so is Po-ho-n6 an evil spirit 


a mile above the first camp. 
of the Indian mythology. This tradition 
is scientifically accounted for in the fact 
that 
over the fall by the tremendous current 


many Indians have been carried 


both of wind and water forever rushing 
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down a cafion through which the stream 
breaks from its feeding-lake twelve or 
fifteen miles before it falls. The savage 
lowers his voice to a whisper and crouches 
trembling past Po-ho-né; while the very 
utterance of the name is so dreaded by 
him that the discoverers of the Valley ob- 
tained it with great difficulty. This fall 
drops on a heap of giant boulders in one 
unbroken sheet of a thousand feet per- 
pendicular, thus being the next in height 
among all the Valley-cataracts to the Yo- 
Semite itself, and having a width of fifty 
feet. Its Bridal Veil” 


is one of the few successes in 


name of “ The 
fantastic 
nomenclature ; for, to one viewing it in 
profile, its snowy sheet, broken into the 
filmy silver lace of spray and falling quite 
free of the brow of the pres ipice, might 
well seem the veil worn by the earth at 
her granite wedding,— no commemorator 
of any fifty-years’ bagatelle like the gold- 
en one, but crowning the one-millionth 
unniversary of her nuptials. 

On either side of Po-ho-n6 the sky-line 
of the precipice is magnificently varied. 
rhe fall itself cuts a deep gorge into the 
On the south- 
west border of the fall stands a nobly 


crown of the battlement. 


bold, but nameless rock, three thousand 
Near by is Sentinel Rock, 
a solitary truncate pinnacle, towering 
A little 
or “* The Three 
flush with the 


feet in height. 


to thirty-three hundred feet. 
farther are ‘* Eleachas,” 
srothers,” front - surface 
of the precipice, but their upper posteri- 
or bounding - planes tilted in three tiers, 
which reach a height of thirty-four hun- 
dred and fifty feet. 

One of the loveliest places in the Val- 
ley is the shore of Lake Ah - wi - yah, — 
a crystal pond of several acres in extent, 
fed by the north fork of the Valley- 
stream, and lying right at the mouth of 
the narrow strait between the North and 
South Domes. By this tranquil water we 
pitched our third camp, and when the 
rising sun began to shine through the 
mighty cleft before us, the play of color 
and chiaroscuro on its rugged walls was 
something for which an artist apt to over- 
sleep himself might well have sat up all 
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the night. No such precaution was need- 
ed by ourselves. Painters, sages, and 
gentlemen at large, all turned out by 
dawn ; for the studies were grander, the 
grouse and quail plentier, and the butter- 
flies more gorgeous than we found in any 
other portion of the Valley. After pass- 
ing the great cleft eastward, I found the 
river more enchanting at every step. I 
was obliged to penetrate in this direction 
entirely on foot,—clambering between 
squared blocks of granite dislodged from 
the wall beneath the North Dome, any 
one of which might have been excavated 
into a commodious church, and discover- 
ing, for the pains cost by a reconnoissance 
of five miles, some of the loveliest shady 
stretches of singing water and some of 
the finest minor waterfalls in our Amer- 
ican scenery. 

Our last camp was pitched among 
the crags and forests behind the South 
Dome,—where the Middle Fork descends 
through two successive waterfalls, which, 
in apparent breadth and volume, far sur- 
pass Cho-looke, while the loftiest is near- 
ly as high as Po-ho-né. About three miles 
west of the Domes, the south wall of the 
Valley is interrupted by a deep cajion 
leading in a nearly southeast direction. 
comes the Middle 
Fork, and along its banks lies our course 
to the great “ Pi-wi-ack” (senselessly 
Englished as “ Vernal”) and the Neva- 
da Falls. 
opposite the Yo-Semite Fall the caiion 


is threaded by a trail practicable for 


T hrough this canon 


For three miles from our camp 


horses. At its termination we dismount- 
ed, sent back our animals, and, strapping 
their loads upon our own shoulders, struck 
nearly eastward by a path only less 
rugged than the trackless crags around 
us. In some places we were compelled 
to squeeze sideways through a narrow 
crevice in the rocks, at imminent danger 
to our burden of blankets and camp-ket- 
tles; in others we became quadrupedal, 
scrambling up acclivities with which the 
bald main precipice had made but slight 
compromise. But for our light march- 
ing order,— our only dress being knee- 


boots, hunting- shirt, and trowsers, — it 
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would have been next to impossible to 
reach our goal at all. 

But none of us regretted pouring sweat 
or strained sinews, when, at the end of 
our last terrible climb, we stood upon the 
oozy sod which is brightened into eternal 
Far 


below our slippery standing steeply slop- 


emerald by the spray of Pi-wi-ack. 


ed the walls of the ragged chasm down 
which the snowy river charges roaring 
after its first headlong plunge ; an eter- 
nal rainbow flung its shimmering arch 
across the mighty caldron at tke base of 
the fall; and straight before us in one 
unbroken leap came down Pi-wi-ack from 
a granite shelf nearly four hundred feet 
in height and sixty feet in perfectly hori- 
zontal width. Some enterprising specu- 
lator, who has since ceased to take the 
original seventy-five cents’ toll, a few 
years ago built a substantial set of rude 
ladders against the perpendicular wall 
We found 


it still standing, and climbed the dizzy 


over which Pi-wi-ack rushes. 


height in a shower of spray, so close to 
the edge of the fall that we could almost 
Once at the 
found that Nature had been as 


wet our hands in its rim. 
top, we 
accommodating to the sight-seer as man 
himself; for the ledge we landed on was 
a perfect breastwork, built from the re- 
ceding precipices on either side of the 
caiion to the very crown of the cataract. 
The weakest nerves need not have trem- 
bled, when once within the parapet, on 
the smooth, flat rampart, and looking 
down into the tremendous boiling chasm 
whence we had just climbed. 

Above Pi-wi-ack the river runs for a 
mile at the bottom of a granite cradle, 
sloping upward from it on each side at 
an angle of about forty-five degrees, in 
great tabular masses slippery as ice, with- 
out a crevice in them for thirty yards at 
a stretch where even the scraggiest man- 
This 


tilted formation, broken here and there 


zanita may catch hold and grow. 


by spots of scanty alluvium and stunted 
pines, continues upward till it intersects 
the posterior cone of the South Dome on 


one side and a colossal castellated pre- 


cipice on the other, — creating thus the 
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very typical landscape of sublime desola- 
tion. The shining barrenness of these 
rocks, and the utter nakedness of that 
vast glittering dome which hollows the 
heavens beyond them, cannot be convey- 
ed by any metaphor to a reader know- 
ing only the wood-crowned slopes of the 
Alleghany chain. 

Climbing between the stunted pines 
and giant blocks along the stream’s im- 
mediate margin,—getting glimpses here 
and there of the snowy fretwork of churn- 
ed water which laced the higher rocks, 
and the black whirls which spun in the 
deep pits of the roaring bed beneath us, 
—we came at last to the base of * Yo- 
wi-ye,” or Nevada Fall. 

This is the most voluminous, and next 
to Pi-wi-ack, perhaps, the most beautiful 
of the Yo-Semite cataracts. Its beauty 
is partly owing to the surrounding rug- 
ged grandeur which contrasts it, partly 
to its great height (eight hundred feet) 
and surpassing volume, but mainly to 
It falls 


from a precipice the highest portion of 


its exquisite and unusual shape. 
whose face is as smoothly perpendicular 
as the wall overleapt by Pi-wi-ack; but 
invisibly beneath its snowy flood a ledge 
slants sideways from the cliff about a 
hundred feet below the crown of the fall, 
and at an angle of about thirty degrees 
from the plumb-line. Over this ledge 
the water is deflected upon one side and 
spread like a half-open fan to the width 
of nearly two hundred feet. 

At the base of Yo-wi-ye we seem 
Nature’s 


Look where we will, 


standing in a cul-de-sac of 
grandest labyrinth. 
impregnable battlements hem us in. We 
gaze at the sky from the bottom of a 
savage granite barathrum, whence there 
is no escape but return through the chinks 
and over the crags of an Old-World con- 
vulsion. We are at the end of the stu- 
pendous series of Yo-Semite effects ; 
eight hundred feet above us, could we 
climb there, we should find the silent 
causes of power. There lie the broad, 
still pools that hold the reserved afflu- 
ence of the snow-peaks; thence might 
we see, glittering like diamond lances 
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in the sun, the eternal snow-peaks them- 
selves. But these would still be as far 
above us as we stood below Yo-wi-ye on 
the lowest valley-bottom whence we came. 
Even from Inspiration Point, where our 
trail first struck the battlement, we could 
see far beyond the Valley to the rising 
sun, towering mightily above Tis-sa-ack 
herself, the everlasting snow-forehead of 
Castle Rock, his crown’s serrated edge 
cutting the sky at the topmost height of 
the Sierra. We had spoken of reaching 
him,—of holding converse with the King 
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of all the Giants. This whole weary 
way have we toiled since then,—and we 
know better now. Have we endured all 
these pains only to learn still deeper 
Life’s saddest lesson, — “‘ Climb forever, 
and there is still an Inaccessible ” ? 
Wetting our faces the 
of Nature’s topmost 


house, Yo-wi-ve answers us ere we turn 


with melted 


treasure treasure- 
back from the Yo-Semite’s last precipice 
toward the haunts of then : — 

‘‘ Ye who cannot go to the Highest, lo, 


’ 


the Highest comes down to you!’ 


PAPERS. 


CROWFIELD. 


VI. 


“* My dear Chris,” said my wife, “is n’t 
it time to be writing the next ‘ House 
and Home Paper’?” 

I was lying back in my study-chair, 
with my heels luxuriously propped on an 
ottoman, reading for the two-hundredth 
time Hawthorne’s “ Mosses from an Old 
Manse,” Twice- Told Tales,” I 


forget which, —I only know that these 


or his _ 


books constitute my cloud-land, where I 
love to sail away in dreamy quietude, 
forgetting the war, the price of coal and 
flour, the rates of exchange, and the rise 
and fall of gold. W hat do all these things 
matter, as seen from those enchanted gar- 
dens in Padua where the weird Rappacci- 
ni tends his enchanted plants, and his gor- 
geous daughter fills us with the light and 
magic of her presence, and saddens us 
with the shadowy allegoric mystery of her 
preternatural destiny ? But my wife rep- 
resents the positive forces of time, place, 
and number in our family, and, having 


also a chronological head, she knows the 


day of the month, and therefore gently 


reminded me that by inevitable dates 
the time drew near for preparing my — 
which is it now, May or June number ? 


“ Well, my dear, you are right,” I said, 


as by an exertion I came head - upper- 
most, and laid down the fascinating vol- 
“ Let me see, what was I to write 


about ?” 


ume. 


** Why, you remember you were to an- 
swer that letter from the lady who does 
her own work.” 

“ Enough!” said I, seizing the pen 
with alacrity ; “you have hit the exact 
phrase _ 


” 


senthes The lady who does her own work.’ 


America is the only country where 
such a title is possible, —the only coun- 
try where there is a class of women who 
may be described as ladies who do their 
own work. Bya lady we mean a woman 
of education, cultivation, and refinement, 
of liberal tastes and ideas, who, without 
any very material additions or changes, 
would be recognized as a lady in any cir- 
cle of the Old World or the New. 

What I have said is, that the existence 
of such a class is a fact peculiar to Amer- 
ican society, a clear, plain result of the 
new principles involved in the doctrine 
of universal equality. 

When the colonists first came to this 


country, of however mixed ingredients 
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their ranks might have been composed, 
and however imbued with the spirit of 
feudal and aristocratic ideas, the discipline 
of the wilderness soon brought them to a 
democratic level; the gentleman felled the 
wood for his log-cabin side by side with 
the ploughman, and thews and sinews rose 
in the market. “ A man was deemed hon- 
wtion as he lifted his hand 
h trees of the forest.” So 
Mistress 


living in a log-cabin together, 


orable in prop 
upon the hig 
in the interior domestic circle. 
and maid, 
became ec mpanions, and sometimes the 
maid, as the more accomplished and stron- 
ger, took precedence of the mistress. It 
became natural and unavoidable that chil- 
dren should begin to work as early as they 
The 


gent ration of inte lligent people brought 


were capable of it. result was a 


up to labor from necessity, but turning 
on the problem of labor the acuteness of a 
disciplined brain. The mistress, outdone 
in sinews and muscles by her maid, kept 
her superiority by skill and contrivance. 
If she could not lift a pail of water, she 
could invent methods which made lifting 
the pail unnecessary, — if she could not 
take a hundred steps without weariness, 
she could make twenty answer the pur- 
pose of a hundr« d. 

Slavery, it is true, was to some ex- 
tent introduced 


it never su 


into New England, but 
ted the genius of the people, 
never struck deep root, or spread so as to 
choke the ood seed of self'- helpfulness. 


Many wer 


tious principle, — many from far-sighted 


opposed to it from conscien- 


thrift, and from a love of thoroughness 
and well-doi 
unskilled 


having once fi 


which despised the rude, 


work of barbarians. People, 
lt the thorough neatness 
and beauty of execution which came of 
free, educated, and thoughtful labor, could 
not tolerate the clumsiness of slavery. 
Thus it came to pass that for many years 
the rural population of New England, as 
a general rule, did their own work, both 
in. If there were a black 


man or black woman or bound girl, they 


out doors and 
were emphatically only the helps, follow- 
ing humbly the steps of master and mis- 
tress, and used by them as instruments of 
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lightening certain portions of their toil. 


: 
The master and mistress with their chil- 


dren were the head workers. 

Great merriment has been excited in 
the Old Country, because years ago the 
first English travellers found that the 
class of persons by them denominated 
servants were in America denominated 
help or helpers. But the term was the 
very best exponent of the state of society. 
There were few servants, in the European 
sense of the word ; there was a society of 
educated workers, where all were practi- 
cally equal, and where, if there was a defi- 
ciency in one family and an excess in an- 
other, a helper, not a servant, was hired. 
Mrs. Browne, who has six sons and no 
daughters, enters into agreement with 
Mrs. Jones, who has six daughters and no 
sons. She borrows a daughter, and pays 
her good wages to help in her domestic 
toil, and sends a son to help the labors 
of Mr. Jones. 


go into the families in which they are to 


These two young people 


be employed in all respects as equals and 
companions, and so the work of the com- 
munity is equalized. Hence arose, and 
for many years continued, a state of so- 
ciety more nearly solving than any other 
ever did the problem of combining the 
highest culture of the mind with the high- 
est culture of the muscles and the physi- 
cal faculties. 

Then were to be seen families of daugh- 
ters, handsome, strong females, rising each 
day to their in-door work with cheerful 
alertness, — one to sweep the room, an- 
other to make the fire, while a third pre- 
pared the breakfast for the father and 
brothers who were going out to manly 
chatted 


books, studies, embroidery, discussed the 


labor; and they meanwhile of 
last new poem, or some historical topie 


started by graver reading, or perhaps a 
rural ball that was to come off the next 
They spun with the book tied 
to the distaff; they wove; they did all 


manner of fine needle - work ; they made 


week. 


lace, painted flowers, and, in short, in the 
boundless consciousness of activity, inven- 
tion, and perfect health, set themselves to 
any work they had ever read or thought 
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of. A bride in those days was married 
with sheets and table-cloths of her own 
weaving, with counterpanes and _ toilet- 
covers wrought in divers embroidery by 
The 


amount of fancy-work done in our days 


her own and her sisters’ hands. 
by girls who have nothing else to do will 
not equal what was done by these, who 
performed besides, among them, the whole 
work of the family. 

For many years these habits of life 
characterized the majority of our rural 
towns. They still exist among a class re- 
spectable in numbers and position, though 
perhaps not as happy in perfect self-sat- 
isfaction and a conviction of the dignity 
and desirableness of its lot as in former 
days. Human nature is above all things 
—lazy. Every one confesses in the ab- 
stract that exertion which brings out all 
the powers of be nly and mind is the best 
thing for us all; but practically most peo- 
ple do all they can to get rid of it, and 
as a general rule nobody does much more 
than circumstances drive him todo. Even 
I would not write this article, were not 
the publication-day hard on my heels. I 
should read Hawthorne and Emerson and 
Holmes, and dream in my arm-chair, and 
project in the clouds those lovely unwrit- 
ten stories that curl and veer and change 
like mist-wreaths in the sun. So, also, 
however dignified, however invigorating, 
however really desirable are habits of life 
involving daily physical toil, there is a 
constant evil demon at every one’s elbow, 
seducing him to evade it, or to bear its 
weight with sullen, discontented murmurs. 

I will venture to say that there are at 


least, to speak very moderately, a hun- 


dred houses where these humble lines 


will be read and discussed, where there 


are no servants except the ladies of the 


household. 


that these households, many of them, are 


I will venture to say, also, 


not inferior in the air of cultivation and 
refined elegance to many which are con- 
ducted by the ministration of domestics. 
I will venture to assert, furthermore, that 
these same ladies who live thus find quite 
as much time for reading, letter-writing, 
drawing, embroidery, and fancy - work, 
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as the women of families otherwise ar- 
ranged. I am quite certain that they 
would be found on an average to be in 
the enjoyment of better health, and more 
of that sense of capability and vitality 
which gives one confidence in one’s abil- 
ity to look into life and meet it with 
cheerful courage, than three-quarters of 
the 
that on the whole their domestic estab- 


women who keep servants, — and 


lishment is regulated more exactly to 
their mind, their food prepared and serv- 
And yet, with 


ed more to their taste. 
all this, I will not venture to assert that 
they are satisfied with this way of living, 
and that they would not change it forth- 
with, if they could. They have a secret 
feeling all the while that they are being 
abused, that they are working harder than 
they ought to, and that women who live 
in their houses like boarders, who have 
only to speak and it is done, are the 
truly enviable ones. One after another 
of their associates, as opportunity offers 
and means increase, desert the ranks, 
and commit their domestic affairs to the 
hands of hired 

takes the alarm. 


teel to live as we do ? 


servants. Self- respect 
Is it altogether gen- 
To be sure, we are 
accustomed to it; we have it all system- 
atized and arranged ; the work of our own 
hands suits us better than any we can 
hire; in fact, when we do hire, we are dis- 
contented and uncomfortable, — for who 
will do for our- 


will do for us what we 


selves? But when we have company! 
’s the rub, to get out all our best 
things and put them back, — to cook the 


meals and wash the dishes ingloriously, 


there 


— and to make all appear as if we did n’t 
do it, and had servants like other people. 

There, after all, is the rub. A 
of hardy self-belief and self-respect,—an 
unwillingness to face with dignity the 


want 


actual facts and necessities of our situa- 
tion in life, — this, after all, is the worst 
and most dangerous feature of the case. 
It is the same sort of pride which makes 
Smilax think he must hire a waiter in 
white gloves, and get up a circuitous din- 
ner-party on English principles, to enter- 


tain a friend from England. Because the 
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friend in England lives in such and such 
a style, he must make believe for a day 
that he lives so too, when in fact it is a 
whirlwind in his domestic establishment 
equal to a removal or a fire, and threat- 
ens the total extinction of Mrs. Smilax. 
Now there are two principles of hospi- 
tality that people are very apt to over- 
look. One is, that their guests like to be 
made at home, and treated with confi- 
dence; and another is, that people are 
always interested in the details of a way 
The English- 


man comes to America as weary of his 


of life that is new to them. 


old, easy, family-coach life as you can be 
of yours ; he wants to see something new 


under the sun, — something American ; 
and forthwith we all bestir ourselves to 
give him something as near as we can fan- 
cy exactly like what he is already tired 
of. So city-people come to the country, 
not to sit in the best parlor, and to see 
the nearest imitation of city -life, but 
to lie on the hay - mow, to swing in the 
barn, to form intimacy with the pigs, 
chickens, and ducks, and to eat baked 
potatoes exactly on the critical moment 
when they are done, from the oven of 
the cooking-stove, — and we remark, en 
passant, that nobody has ever truly eat- 
en a baked potato, unless he has seized 
it at that precise and fortunate moment. 

I fancy you now, my friends, whom I 
have in my eye. You are three happy 
women together. You are all so well that 
you know not how it feels to be sick. You 
are used to early rising, and would not 
lie in bed, if you could. Long years of 
practice have made you familiar with the 
shortest, neatest, most expeditious meth- 
od of doing every household office, so that 
really for the greater part of the time in 
looker - on 


your house there seems to a 


to be nothing to do. You rise in the 
morning and despatch your husband, fa- 
ther, and brothers to the farm or wood- 
lot; you go sociably about chatting with 
each other, while you skim the milk, make 
The fore- 
noon is long; it ’s ten to one that all the 


the butter, turn the cheeses. 


: ; ; 
so-called morning work is over, and you 


have leisure for an hour’s sewing or read- 
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ing before it is time to start the dinner- 
preparations. By two o'clock your house- 
work is done, and you have the long after- 
noon for books, needle-work, or drawing, 
— for perhaps there is among you one 
with a gift at her pencil. Perhaps one 
of you reads aloud while the others sew, 
and you manage in that way to keep up 
with a great deal of reading. I see on 
your book-shelves Prescott, Macaulay, 
Irving, besides the lighter fry of poems 
I mistake not, the 


friendly covers of the “ Atlantic.” When 


and novels, and, if 


you have company, you invite Mrs. Smith 
or Brown or Jones to tea; you have no 
trouble ; they come early, with their knit- 
ting or sewing; your particular crony 
sits with you by your polished stove while 
you watch the baking of those light bis- 
cuits and tea-rusks for which you are so 
famous, and Mrs. Somebody - else chats 
with your sister, who is spreading the 
table with your best china in the best 
room. When tea is over, there is plenty 
of volunteering to help you wash your 
pretty India teacups, and get them back 
into the cupboard. ‘here is no special 
fatigue or exertion in all this, though 
you have taken down the best things and 
put them back, 


all without anxiety or effort, among those 


: 
because you have done 


who would do precisely the same, if you 
were their visitors. 

But now comes down pretty Mrs. Sim- 
mons and her pretty daughter to spend 
a week with you, and forthwith you are 
troubled. Your youngest, Fanny, visit- 
ed them in New York last fall, and tells 
you of their cook and chambermaid, and 
the servant in white gloves that waits on 
table. You say in your soul, ‘* What shall 
we do? they never can be contented to 
live as we do; how shall we manage ?” 
And now you long for servants. 

This is the very time that you should 
know that Mrs. Simmons is tired to death 
of her fine establishment, and weighed 
down with the task of keeping the peace 
among her servants. She is a quiet soul, 
dearly loving her ease, and hating strife ; 
and yet last week she had five quarrels 
to settle between her invaluable cook 
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and the other members of her staff, be- 
cause invaluable cook, on the strength 
of knowing how to get up state -din- 
ners and to manage all sorts of mysteries 
which her mistress knows nothing about, 
asserts the usual right of spoiled favor- 
ites to insult all her neighbors with im- 
punity, and rule with a rod of iron over 
the whole house. Anything that is not 
in the least like her own home and ways 
of living will be a blessed relief and 
Your clean, 


quiet house, your delicate cookery, your 


change to Mrs. Simmons. 


cheerful morning tasks, if you will let 
her follow you about, and sit and talk 
with you while you are at your work, will 
all seem a pleasant contrast to her own 
life. Of course, if it came to the case of 
offering to change lots in life, she would 
not do it; but very likely she thinks she 
would, and sighs over and pities herself, 
and thinks sentimentally how fortunate 
you are, how snugly and securely you 
live, and wishes she were as untrammelled 
and independent as you. And she is more 
than half right; for, with her helpless 
habits, her utter ignorance of the simplest 
facts concerning the reciprocal relations 
of milk, eggs, butter, saleratus, soda, and 
yeast, she is completely the victim and 
slave of the person she pretends to rule. 
Only imagine some of the frequent 
scenes and rehearsals in her family. Af- 
ter many trials, she at last engages a seam- 
stress who promises to prove a perfect 
— neat, dapper, nimble, 
very soul of Mrs S 


skilful, 


treasure, 


and spirited. The m- 


Illusive bliss! 
} 


be no favorite 


mons rejoices in heaven. 
The new-comer proves to 
with Madam Cook, and the domestic fates 
First, 


thunder in the 


evolve the catastrophe, as follows. 


low murmur of distant 
kitchen; then a day or two of sulky si- 
lence, in which the atmosphere seems 


storm. At 
The parle r-door 


heavy with an approaching 
last comes the climax. 
flies open during breakfast. Enter seam- 
stress, in tears, followed by Mrs. Cook with 
a face swollen and red with wrath, who 
tersely introduces the subject - matter of 
the drama in a voice trembling with rage. 


“Would you be plased, Ma’am, to 
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Me 


week will be up next Tuesday, and I 


suit yersilf with another cook ? 


want to be going.” 
“ Why, Bridget, what ’s the matter? 
“ Matter Ma’am! I 


could live with them Cork girls in a house, 


” 


enough, niver 
nor I won’t; them as likes the Cork girls 
is welcome for all me; but it’s not for the 
likes of me to live with them, and she 
been in the kitchen a-upsettin’ of me 


gravies with her flat-irons and things. 


Here bursts in the seamstress with a 


whirlwind of denial, and the altercation 
wages fast and furious, and poor, little, 
delicate Mrs. Simmons stands like a kit- 
ten in a thunder-storm in the midst of a 
regular Irish row. 

Cook, of course, 
She knows that a great dinner is to come 


off Wednesday, 


not the smallest idea how to manage it, 


is sure of her victory. 
and that her mistress has 
and that, therefore, whatever happens, 


ited. 


Swelling with secret indignation at the 


she must be concili 
tyrant, poor Mrs. Simmons dismisses her 
seamstress with longing looks. She suit- 
ed her mistress exactly, but she did n’t 
suit cook ! 

Now, if Mrs. Simmons had been brought 
up in early life with the experience that 
you have, she would be mistress in her own 
house. She would quietly say to Madam 
Cook, “If my family - arrangements do 
not suit you, you can leave. I can see to 
the dinner myst lf.” And she could do it. 
Her well-trained muscles would not break 
down under a little extra work ; her skill, 
adroitness, and perfect familiarity with 
everything that is to be done would en- 
able her at once to make cooks of any 
bright girls of good capacity who might 
still be in her establishment; and, above 
all, she would feel herself mistress in her 
own house. This is what would come of 
an experience in doing her own work as 
She who can at 


you do. once put her 


own trained hand to the machine in any 
spot where a hand is nee ded never comes 
to be the slave of a coarse, vulgar Irish- 
woman. 

So, also, in forming a judgment of what 


is to be expected of servants in a given 
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time, and what ought to be expected of 
a given amount of provisions, poor Mrs. 
Simmons is absolutely at sea. If even for 


been 


one six months in her life she had 
a practical cook, and had really had the 
charge of the larder, she would not now 
be haunted, as she constantly is, by an 
indefinite apprehension of an immense 
wastefulness, perhaps of the disappear- 
han- 
She 


ance of provisions through secret ¢ 
nels of relationship and favoritism. 

certainly could not be made to believe in 
the absolute necessity of so many pounds 
of sugar, quarts of milk, and dozens of 
eggs, not to mention spices and wine, as 
are daily required for the accomplishment 
of Madam Cook’s purposes. But though 
now she does suspect and apprehend, she 


1 °.% . 
cannot spt ak with certainty. She can- 


not say, ‘‘J have made these things. I 
know exactly what they require. I have 
] +} 


done this and that myself, and know it 


awe tho a , } 3 - 
can be done, and done well, in a certain 


time.” It is said that women who have 
been accustomed to doing their own work 


become hard mistresses. They are cer- 
inly more sure of the ground they stand 
the y are less open to imposition, 

y can speak and act in their ‘own 
houses more as those “having author- 
ity,” and therefore are less afraid to ex- 
act what is justly their due, and less will- 
ing to endure impertinence and unfaith- 
fulness. Their general error lies in ex- 
pecting that any servant ever will do as 
well for them as they will do for them- 
selves, and that an untrained, undisciplin- 
ed human being ever can do house-work, 
or any other work, with the neatness and 
perfection that a person of trained intel- 
It has been remarked in 
that the 


tion, though bred in delicate and refined 


ligence can. 
our armies men of cultiva- 

’s, can bear up under the hard- 
ships of ¢ ump-life better and longer than 


reason is, that an 


rough laborers. The 
1 
‘ 


educated mind knows how to use and save 
its body, to work it and spare it, as an 
uneducated mind cannot ; and so the col- 
leg 
through fatigues which kill the unre- 
flective laborer. 


e 


-bred youth brings himself safely 


Cultivated, intelligent 
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women, who are brought up to do the 
work of their own families, are labor-sav- 
ing institutions. They make the head 
save the wear of the muscles. By fore- 
thought, contrivance, system, and ar- 
rangement, they lessen the amount to be 
done, and do it with less expense of time 


The old New- 


England motto, Get your work done up 


and strength than others. 


in the forenoon, applied to an amount of 
work which would keep a common Irish 
servant toiling from daylight to sunset. 
A lady living in one of our obscure 
New-England towns, where there were 
no servants to be hired, at last by send- 
ing to a distant city succeeded in pro- 
Irish 


immense bone and 


curing a raw maid-of-all-work, a 


creature of muscle, 
but of heavy, unawakened brain. In one 
fortnight she established such a reign of 
Chaos and old Night in the kitchen and 
through the house, that her mistress, a 
the 


care of young children, began seriously 


delicate woman, incumbered with 


to think that she made more work each 
day than she performed, and dismissed her. 
What was now to be done? Fortunate- 
ly, the daughter of a neighboring farmer 
was going to be married in six months, 
and wanted a little ready money for her 
trousseau. ‘The lady was informed that 
Miss So-and-so would come to her, not 
as a servant, but as hired “help.” She 
was fain to accept any help with glad- 
ness, Forthwith came into the family- 
circle a tall, well-dressed young person, 
grave, unobtrusive, self-respecting, yet 
who sat at 


all its de- 


not in the least presuming, 
the family-table and observed 
corums with the modest self-possession of 


The new -comer took a survey 


of the labors of a family of ten members, 


a lady. 
including four or five young children, and, 
looking, seemed at once to throw them 
into system, matured her plans, arrang- 
ed her hours of washing, ironing, baking, 
cleaning, rose early, moved deftly, and in 
a single day the slatternly and littered 
kitchen assumed that neat, orderly ap- 
pearance that so often strikes one in New- 
England farm-houses. The work seem- 


ed to be all gone. Everything was nicely 
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washed, brightened, put in place, and 
stayed in place; the floors, when clean- 
ed, remained clean ; the work was always 
done, and not doing ; and every afternoon 
the young lady sat neatly dressed in her 
own apartment, either quietly writing let- 
ters to her betrothed, or sewing on her 
bridal outfit. 
ploying those who have been brought up 
to do their own work. That tall, fine-look- 


Such is the result of em- 


ing girl, for aught we know, may yet be 
mistress of a fine house on Fifth Avenue; 
and if she is, she will, we fear, prove 
rather an exacting mistress to Irish Bid- 
dy and Bridget; but she will never be 
threatened by her cook and chamber- 
maid, after the first 


one or two have 


tried the experiment. 


Having written thus far on my article, 
I laid it aside till evening, when, as usu- 
al, I was saluted by the inquiry, “ Has 
papa been writjng anything to-day ?” and 
then followed loud petitions to hear it; 
and so I read as far, reader, as you have. 

“Well, papa,” said Jennie, “ what are 
you meaning to make out there? Do you 
really think it would be best for us all to 
try to go back to that old style of living 
you describe ? After all, you have shown 
only the dark side of an establishment 
with servants, and the bright side of the 
other way of living. Mamma does not 
trouble 


matters have always gone smoothly in 


have such with her servants; 
our family; and if we are not such won- 
derful girls as those you describe, yet we 
may make pretty good housekeepers on 
the modern system, after all.” 

“ You don’t know all the troubles your 
mamma has had in your day,” said my 
wife. “I have often, in the course of 
my family - history, seen the day when I 
have heartily wished for the strength and 
ability to manage my household matters 
as my grandmother of notable memory 
managed hers. But I fear that those re- 
markable women of the olden times are 
like the ancient painted glass, —the art 
of making them is lost; my mother was 
less than her mother, and I am less than 
my mother.” 
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“ And Marianne and I come out en- 
tirely at the little end of the horn,” said 
Jennie, laughing; “ yet I wash the break- 
fast-cups and dust the parlors, and have 
always fancied myself a notable house- 
keeper.” 

“Tt is just as I told you,” I said. “Hu- 
man nature is always the same. Nobody 
ever is or does more than circumstances 
force him to be and do. Those remark- 
able women of old were made by cir- 
cumstances. There were, comparatively 
speaking, no servants to be had, and so 
children were trained to habits of indus- 
try and mechanical adroitness from the 
cradle, and every household process was 
reduced to the very minimum of labor. 
Every step required in a process was 
counted, every movement calculated ; and 
she who took ten steps, when one would 
do, lost her reputation for ‘ faculty.’ Cer- 
tainly such an early drill was of use in 
the health and the bodily 
well as in giving precision 
to the practical mental faculties. All 


household economies were arranged with 


developing 
powers, as 


equal niceness in those thoughtful minds. 
A trained housekeeper knew just how 
many sticks of hickory of a certain size 
were required to heat her oven, and how 
many of each different kind of wood. 
She knew by a sort of intuition just what 
kinds of food would yield the most pal- 
atable nutriment with the least outlay 
She knew to 


when each 


of accessories in cooking. 
the 


must go into and be withdrawn from her 


a minute time article 
oven; and if she could only lie in her 
chamber and direct, she could guide an 
intelligent child through the processes 
with mathematical certainty. It is im- 
possible, however, that anything but ear- 
ly training and long experience can pro- 
duce these results, and it is earnestly to 
be wished that the grandmothers of New 
England had only written down their ex- 
periences for our children; they would 
have been a mine of maxims and tradi- 
tions, better than any other traditions of 
the elders which we know of.” 

“ One thing I know,” said Marianne, — 
‘and that is, I wish I had been brought 
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up so, and knew all that I should, and 
rength and adroitness that 

I should not dread to 

I should 


should feel 


ing, as I now do. 
pendent. I 
how to direct 


ble and proper 


my servants, 
reasona 

and then, as you say, 
dependent on all their 
I dread 


ill things.” 


of temper. 
rms, of 
these anxieties of 


leriy 
1aering 


house k sep r. I re- 


nd concluded my paper 


1 erin ny} 
World 
a reg war orbit. 
that this is some- 
and 
h 


ions OF 


what 


curring In- 


ss must put 

ae 1 
whether the 
} 


rained one. 


ng house- 
, 
She has 


-no experien e to 


teach he yw to save her stre1 eth. She 


knows nothing experimentally of the sim- 


pl st processes n¢ ssary to keep her fam- 
ily comfortably fed and clothed ; and she 
looking at all things 
m particularly hard and 


1 
these 
which makes th 


distasteful to |] She does not es ape 


being obliged lo house-work at inter- 


vals, but sh it in a weak, blunder- 
ing, confused way, that makes it twice as 
hard and di able as it need be. 
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Now what I have to say is, that, if ev- 
ery young woman learned to do house- 
work and cultivated her practical facul- 
ties in early life, she would, in the first 
plac e, be much more likely to keep her 
servants, and, in the second place, if she 
lost them temporarily, would avoid all 
that wear and tear of the nervous system 
which comes from constant ill-success in 
those departments on which family health 
and temper mainly depend. This is one 
of the peculiarities of our American life 
which require a peculiar training. Why 
not face it sensibly ? 

The second thing I have to say is, that 
our land is now full of motorpathic insti- 
tutions to which women are sent at great 
expense to have hired operators stretch 
and exercise their inactive muscles. They 
lie for hours to have their feet twigged, 
their arms flexed, and all the different 
muscles of the body worked for them, be- 
cause trey are so flaccid and torpid that 
the powers of life do not go on. Would 
it not be quite as cheerful and less ex- 
pensive j rocess, if young girls from 
early life developed the muscles in sweep- 
ing, dusting, ironing, rubbing furniture, 

multiplied domestic processes 
which our grandmothers knew of? A 
woman who did all these, and diversified 
the intervals with spinning on the great 
and little wheel, never came to need the 
eymnastics of Dio Lewis or of the Swed- 
ish motorpathist, which really are a ne- 
cessity now Does it not seem poor econ- 
omy to pay s or letting our mus- 
cles grow feeble, and then to pay oper- 


I will 


venture to say that our grandmothers in 


ators to exercise them for us ? 
a week went over every movement that 
vented, and went over 


pro luctive purpose too. 


vy eymnast 
} 
them to some 
Lastly, my paper will not have been 


in vain, if those ladies who have learned 


and practise the invaluable accomplish- 
ment of doing their own work will know 
their own happiness and dignity, and 
properly value their great acquisition, 
even though it may have been forced 


upon them by circumstances. 
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‘‘ Wao claims our Shakspeare from that realm unknown, 
Beyond the storm-vexed islands of the deep, 

Where Genoa’s deckless caravels were blown ? 
Her twofold Saint’s-day let our England keep; 

Shall warring aliens share her holy task ?” 


The Old-World echoes ask. 


O land of Shakspeare! ours with all thy past, 
Till these last years that make the sea so wide, 
Think not the jar of battle’s trumpet-blast 
Has dulled our aching sense to joyous pride 
In every noble word thy sons bequeathed 
The air our fathers breathed ! 


War-wasted, haggard, panting from the strife, 
We turn to other days and far-off lands, 
Live o’er in dreams the Poet’s faded life, 
Come with fresh lilies in our fevered hands 
To wreathe his bust, and scatter purple flowers, — 
Not his the need, but ours ! 


We call those poets who are first to mark 
Through earth’s dull mist the coming of the dawn, — 
Who see in twilight’s gloom the first pale spark, 
While others only note that day is gone ; 
For him the Lord of light the curtain rent 
That veils the firmament. 


The greatest for its greatness is half known, 
Stretching beyond our narrow quadrant-lines, — 
As in that world of Nature all outgrown 
Where Calaveras lifts his awful pines, 
And cast from Mariposa’s mountain-wall 
Nevada’s cataracts fall. 


Yet heaven’s remotest orb is partly ours, 
Throbbing its radiance like a beating heart; 
In the wide compass of angelic powers 
The instinct of the blindworm has its part ; 
So in God’s kinglie st creature we behold 
The flower our buds infold. 


With no vain praise we mock the stone-carved name 
Stamped once on dust that moved with pulse and breath, 
As thinking to enlarge that amplest fame 
Whose undimmed glories gild the night of death: 
We praise not star or sun; in these we see 
Thee, Father, only Thee! 
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Thy gifts are beauty, wisdom, power, and love: 


We read, we reverence on this human soul, — 


Earth’s clearest mirror of the light above, — 


Plain as the record on Thy prophet’s scroll, 


When o’er his page the effluent splendors poured, 
Thine own, *“* Thus saith the Lord!” 


This player was a prophet from on high, 


Thine own elected. 


Statesman, poet, sage, 


For him Thy overeign pleasure passed them by, — 


Sidney’s fair youth, and Raleigh’s ripened age, 


Spenser’s chaste soul, and his imperial mind 
Who taught and shamed mankind. 


Therefore we bid our hearts’ Te Deum rise, 


Nor fear to make Thy worship less divine, 
And hear the shouted choral shake the skies, 


Counting all glory, power, and wisdom Thine, — 
z z - , 


For Thy great gift Thy greater name adore, 


And praise Thee evermore ! 


In this dread hour of Nature’s utmost need, 


Thanks for these unstained drops of freshening dew ! 


Oh, while our martyrs fall, our heroes bleed, 


Keep us to every sweet remembrance true, 


Till from this blood-red sunset springs new-born 


Our Nation’s second morn ! 


HOW TO USE VICTORY. 


- : P , : 
[ue policy of the nation, since the 
war began, has been eminently the An- 


glo- Saxon policy. iat is to say, we 


have not adapted our actions to any pre- 


conceived theory, nor to any central idea. 
President downward, 


one has done as well as he could in every 


From the every 
single day, doubtful, and perhaps indiffer- 
ent, as to what he should do the next day. 
This is the method dear to the Anglo- 
Saxon mind. The English writers ac- 
knowledge this; 


tical system,” and make an especial boast 


they call it the “ prac- 


that it is the method of their theology, 
their philosophy, their physical science, 
their manufactures, and their trade. In 


the language of philosophy, it directs us 


“to do the duty that comes next us 
in a figure drawn from the card - table, 
it bids us “follow our hand.” The only 
branch of the Keltic race which adopts 
it expresses it in the warlike direction, 
* When you see a head, hit it.” 

We have no objection to make to this 
so-called practical system in the present 
case, if it only be broadly and generous- 
ly adopted. If it reduce us to a war 
of posts, to hand -to- mouth finance, and 
to that wretched bureau - administration 
which thinks the day’s work is done when 
the day’s letters have been opened, dock- 
eted, and answered, it becomes, it is 
true, a very unpractical system, and soon 


reduces a great state to be a very little 
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But if the men 


country will, in good faith, enlarge their 


one. who direct any 


view every day, from their impressions of 
vesterday to the new realities of to-day, 
— if they will rise at once to the new de- 


mands of to-day, and meet those demands 


under the new li , all the 
better is it, undoubtedly, if they are not 
] um pe red by theories, if 


hey 


traditionary 


are even indifferent as to the con- 
sistency of their record, and are, thus, as 
able as they are willing to work out God’s 


For 


ht of noon- 


present will with all th power. 

it must be that the present li 

day will guide us better at noonday than 

any prophecies which we could make at 

midnight or at d 
Th. 

this broad and generous us 


In 


won extra 


wn. 
country, at this mom 
present advantages. 
sacrifice we have 
We have drive n ba 


that 


tories. 
rebellion so 


! 


line of 


now two islands, both t 


inent which it 
Wi 


ions of lovalt 


half the size of the con 


oasted when it began have seen 


such demonstrat 


eman. 


mivy believe, of 
in the field and 


} 


in the conscience of the nation. 


is a 
ores, both 


pecial demand, then, made on our states- 
men, and on that intelligent people which, 
as it appears, leads the statesmen, instead 
of being led by them, is, ‘* How shall we 
?” We have nolonger 


the richt to say that the difficult ques- 


use our victories 


tions will settle themselves. We must not 


Providence 
them. We t say ; 
ing experiments. The time for all this 
We have 


We are going to win more. 


say that will take care of 


must not say that we are try- 


} 


Has victories. 


We must 


them. 


gone Dv. won 


show we know how to use 
As our armies advance, for instance, 
considerable regions of territory 


very 
for the time, under military 


If we 


come, 
vovernment of the United States. 
country, giving 


painted a map of the 


to the Loyal States each its individual 
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and to the Rebel States their 
Red or Black, find 


that the latter were surrounded by a strip 


chose n ce lor, 
favorite we should 
of that circumambient and eternal Blue 
which indicates the love and the str ngth 
; The strip 


of the National Government. 


is here broad, and there narrow. It is 
broad in Tennessee, Arkansas, and Lou- 
It stretches up in a narrow line 
the Sea Islands 
What do we 


strip, whi 


and the Atlantic 
mean to do with this 


coast. 


e it Is in the special ( harge of 


Do we mean to leave it to 


as we have done 


nation ? 


hapter of accidents, 


the « 3 
A few charitable organizations have kept 
Sea Islands alon 


of flouris 


¢, SO that they are a 

plantations, as they 

‘ly inactivity, on 

, leaves the northern coun- 
ale ome 

this summer, within the 

“th » ( ipitol, to be the da sert 

which they were when they 


A hand- 


ful of banditti rides through them when 


grace 
were the scenes of actual war. 
it chooses, 


and even insults the commu- 
itions of our lar peo- 


The | 


to point 


vest army. 
State are pe rmitted 


] 


desol 


* that 
ition, 
const 

For 
- Million 


m negroes, from whose position the 


1 


instance, take the 


ries. 
* Four 


THAN 


que stion.” The se four 


) 
war has are now almost all set 


free, 


sprung, 
law. 
them — possibly a quarter part of them 

One hundred 
them ar the 
With regard to these 
“ What 


when 


A very large number of 


are e in fact. and 


thirty thousand of na- 


tional army. men 


the question is not, are you go- 


lo wit hem the war is 


ing to ¢ 1 th 
” but, “ What 


them to-d 


*y 
with 
You 


the moment of 


done ? will you do 


and to-morrow ? 


duty is to use victory in 
victory. You are not to wait for its last 


ramification before you lead in peace and 


plenty, which ought to follow close in its 
first footst« ps. 


To an observing and sensitive nation 
ill these questions, 


it seems as if and 


many others like them, were not vet 


fully regarded. Yet they are now the 


questions of the hour, 


1 because they are 





1864.] 


a part of the great central question, 
“ How will you break down the armed 
power of the Rebel States?” To main- 
tain the conquered belt between us and 


our * wayward sisters” as a land of plen- 


ty, and not as a desert, — to establish on 
system the blacks whose masters desert 
them, or who take refuge within our lines, 
—and also to maintain in that border-strip 
‘nt peasantry, armed and loyal,— 

not matters of sentiment, which 

may be postponed to a more convenient 
season, but the y are essential to the stiff, 
\ cessful prosecution of our 
campaigns. It 


is not, therefore, simply 
for chi 


Boards of Education to dis- 
“USS SU 


h subjects. It is for the Govern- 


ment to determine its policy, and for the 
Government, to 
The Govern- 
shake off qui stions of con- 


ty of nesro troops, super- 


ake that 

compel it so to determine. 
iV not 
} 


1AnCS, } 


intendence fugitives, and the like, as 
if they wert 


hal yo! iut 


ment of impending victory, because that 


e unimportant details of a 


Because this is the mo- 


victory should be used on the instant, the 
Government is bound to attend to such 


provisi ms now. It is said, that, when 


General McClellan landed below York- 


town, now two years ago, the Washing- 


ton Post-Office had made the complete 


arrangements for resuming the mail-ser- 


vice to Richmond. Undoubtedly the Post- 
Office Department was right in such fore- 
] 


sight. Atthe present moment, it-is « qual- 


ly rig Government to be pre- 


immediate use of the vic- 


pared fo 
tories for which, as we write, we are all 
hopit r 
Th periments which we have had 
to try, il and treatment of lib- 
erated blacks, have been tried under very 
‘ent conditions. When the masters 
Sea Islands escaped from their 
slaves, leaving but one white man behind 
them, in the midst of fifteen thousand ne- 
sroes, those negroes were, in general, in 
They had, in- 


to the tender 


their old familiar homes. 


deed, trusted themselves 


mercies of the “ Yankees” because they 


would not abandon home. The islands 


,all their interests. In 
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on which they lived were easily protected, 
and, thanks to the generous foresight of 
those who early had the charge of them, 
a body of humane and intelligent super- 
intendents soon appeared, to watch over 
the District of 
Columbia, on the other hand, the blacks 
hom the war first liberated had them- 
fled They 
found themselves in cities where every 


selves from their masters. 


condition of life was different from their 


old home. It was hardly to be expect- 
ed that in one of these cases the results 
should be as cheerful or as favorable as in 
the other. Nor was it to be supposed that 
the policy to be pursued, in two sur h cases, 
should be in outward form the same. 

But the country has, on the whole, in 
the various different conditions of these 


questions, had the advantage of great 


administrative ability. General Butler, 


General Banks, and General Saxton are 


three men who well be satisfied 


with their military record, if it shall bear 


may 


the test of time as well as their admin- 
istrative successes in this department bid 
fair to do. We can be reconcik d, in a 


measure, to gross failure and want of 
system in other places, when we observe 
the successes which have been wrought 
out for the blacks, in different ways, un- 

the policy of these three statesm« n. 
For we believe that in that poli y the 


i 


principles are to be found by which the 
Government 
its policy in the use of i 


believe those pri 


quately stated in General Butler’s Gen- 
eral Order No. 46, 
on the fifth of December last. 


issued at Fort Monroe 
For Gen- 
eral Banks has had his hands tied, from 
the beginning, by the unfortunate ex- 
emption from the Emancipation Proc- 
lamation of the first two districts in Lou- 
isiana. Considering the difficulties by 
which he was thus entangled, we have 
never seen but he used to the best his 


opportunities. General Saxton’s islane 


‘ 


district has been so small, and in a meas- 


ure so peculiar, that it may be urged 


that the result learned there would not 
l the 


Asie : 
be applicable on mainland, on a 
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Butler has 


seaboard of 


But General 
had all the negroes of the 
Virginia and North Carolina to look af- 
ter. 


— and we have already official returns 


large scale. 


He has given us a census of them, 


of their status. There seems no reason , 


why what has been done there may not 
be done anywhere. 

In General Butler’s department, there 
were, in the beginning of April, sixty- 
eight thousand eight hundred and forty- 
seven negroes. Of these, eight thousand 
three hundred and forty-four were sol- 
diers, who had voluntarily enlisted into 


These 


what 


the service of the United States. 


men enlisted with no bounty but 


the General so well named as t! 


ie * creat 
the 


him- 


boon awarded to each of them, 


result of the war, — Freedom for 
self and his race forever.” 


listed, knowing 


Government promise 1 them 


rm 
ney en- 


that at that time the 
but ten dol- 
we 


lars a month. In view of these facts, 


consider the proportion of soldiers, near- 


ly one in eight, extraordinary, — though 


we are aware that the number includes 
many who had not lived in those coun- 
lines with the 


tiese who came into our 


purpose of enlisting. These simple fig- 


ures involve the first feature of the true 
policy in the “ Four- Million question.” 
The war offers the n« 
Let them fight for it. 


» the last man we « 


‘groes this priceless 
bounty. 
enlist them, t 
suade to serve. 

“If you do that,” says Brazen-Face, 
on your hands a horde 
and 
phans, to support, from whom you have 
} 


voce 


‘* vou have left 


of starving imbeciles, women, or- 


cruelly separate d their abl d men.” 
No, 


thing. 


Brazen- Face, we have no such 


In the 


had to supply rations in 


Gov- 
the 


named to onlv seven 


month of March the 
ernment 
district we have 
thousand eight hundred and fifty per- 
sons who were members of the families of 
ibout one 


Now 
the State of Massachusetts, dear Brazen- 


these soldiers,—the cost being 
dollar a month for each of them. 
fami- 


Face, supplies * State-aid” to the 


lies of its soldiers; and for this support, 


in this very city of yours, it pays on the 


How to Use Victory. 
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average five times as much in propor- 
tion as the United States has to pay for 
the 
Nay, you may even take all the persons 


families of these colored soldiers. 


relieved by Government in General But- 


ler’s district, —the number is sixteen 


thousand seven hundred and sixteen, 


—count them all as the families of sol- 
diers, which not one-half of them are, 


and the whole support 


| which they all 


receive from Government is not half as 
much as the families of the same number 
of soldiers are costing the State of Mas- 


sachusetts. So much for the expense of 


this system. There is no money-bounty, 


and the “family-aid” is but one - fifth 
of that we pay in the case of our own 


The figures in General Sax- 
We have 


And 


brothe rs. 
ton’s district are as gratifying. 
not the Louisiana statistics at hand. 
we have not learned that anybody has 
District 
of Columbia, or on the Mississippi River. 
But this districts 


where the enlistment of colored troops 


attempted any statistics in the 


illustration, in two 
has been pushe d to the very edge of its 
make 


another point in the policy of victory. 


enough to out 


} } ‘ - 
aeveiopment, 1S 


which is, that the colored soldier is the 


cheapest soldier whom we have in our 
lines, though we pay him, as of course 
we should do, full pay. 

How is this cheapness of administration 
gained ? The answer is in the second 
creat principle which belongs to the pol- 
icv of using our victories. Change the 


as little as i ssible. 


homes of the people 


The families of negroes in the Virginia 
district are put upon separate farms as far 
as possible , — on land, and for « rops, as 
nearly as possible, the same as they were 
used to. These people are conservative. 
They are fond of home. They are used 
to work ; and they can take care of them- 
selves. Every inducement is given them, 
therefore, to establish themselves. Farms 
of eight or ten acres each from abandoned 


Where the 


Government employs any of them, it em- 


property are allotted them. 


ploys them only at the same rate as the 
soldier is paid,—so that, if the negro can 
earn more than that, he does so, and is 
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urged, as well as permitted to do so. 
He is not bound to the soil, except by 
merely temporary agreement. What fol- 
lows is that he uses the gift of freedom 
** Political 
freedom,” says the philosophical Gener- 


to his own best advantage. 


al, “rightly defined, is liberty to work.” 
The negroes in his command show that 
And this 


as we have explained, 


they understand the definition. 
is the reason why 
the costs but one - fifth 


Boston. 


. , es 
‘family - relief 


} 


what it does here in 


* But,” says Grunnio, at this point, 
“how will you 


protect your ten - acre 


farms from invidious neighbors, from wan- 
dering guerrillas?” We will advise them, 


dear g umbler, to themselves. 


That 


fre¢ men | ave 


prote t 


is one of the responsibilities which 
take as of 


In the department of Norfolk, 


the price 
freedom. 
1 1 1 1 
where seventeen thousand blacks are sup- 
2 ; . : 
elves on scattered farms, we 
a pig has been stolen nora 
‘oken down on their little planta- 
by semi- loyal neighbors, who had, 
too much sympathy, at the 
their prosperity. These amia- 
ble neighbors were taught, from the first, 
that the rights of the colored farmers were 
just the same as their own, and that they 
would be very apt to retaliate in kind for 
injuries. Of 


that 


ich a system one result is 


no ‘illa- warfare has yet been 


known in the counties of Virginia where 
a peasantry is establishing itself. It 


true,— 


suc h 
i not 
the 


or th 


is near our posts, it is near- 


er, howev« r, than some regions 


We 
to be 


} ill 
iaureis. 


where Mosby has won his 


believe that thi deserves 


We 


the farmers on such farms may have to 


sVvstem 


} 


pressed much farther. can see that 


be supplied in part with arms for their 
defence. They may have to be taught 
to use them. Without providing depots 
of supplies for an enemy, however, we 
believe there might be a regular sys- 
tem of establishing the negro in his 
own home, on or near the plantation 
where he was born, which would give us 
from the beginning the advantages of a 
settled « ountry, instead of a desert in the 


regions in the rear of our lines. 


Use ¥ Tctory. 


ay 
aay 


These three suggestions are enough to 
determine a general policy which shall 
give us, in all instances, the immediate 
use of our victories. Let us enlist all the 


able-bodied men we can from the ne- 


groes. Let us establish the rest as near 
their old homes as we can,—not in poor- 
houses or phalansteries, but on their own 
farms. Let us appoint for each proper 
district a small staff of officers sufficient 
to see that their rights are respected by 
their neighbors, and that they have means 
to defend themselves against reckless or 
unorganized aggression. There seems to 
be no need of sending them as fugitives 
to our rear. There seems to be no need 
of leaving the country we pass a desert. 
There seems to be no need of waiting 
find for them 


a year or two before we 


their places. God has found for them 


their places. Let them stay where they 


were born. We have made them free- 


men. Let them understand that they must 
maintain their freedom. 
stated, li 


More simply such a policy 


amounts merely to this: “ Treat them as 


you would treat white people.” 

“‘ What would you do with the blacks ?” 
said a Commission of Inquiry to an in- 
telligent jurist who had made some very 
brilliant decisions at New Orleans. 

*T would not do anything with them,” 
ply. 


If we could 


was his very happy and suggestive re 
He would let them alone. 
notion that we 


free ourselves of the must 


huddle them t 


wether, or that we 


land, — in 


must 
them to some strange 
have no ri 


we should 


had a much smaller 


carry 


short, that they ghts of hom« 


find that 


problem to deal with. 


and fireside, — we 
Keep them where you find them, unless 
they will go on and fight with you. Wheth- 
er they go or stay, let them understand 
that they are your friends and you are 
theirs, and that they must defend them- 
selves, if they expect you to defend them. 

The education and the civilization will 
follow. *“* The church and the school,” as 
John Adams says, “ belong with the town 
and the militia.” The statistics of General 
Butler’s department begin to show that a 
larger proportion of blacks are at school 
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there than of whites. As we write these 
Banks’s Or- 
der No. 38, issued March 22, providing 


words, we receive General 
for a board of education, and a tax upon 
property to establish schools for black and 
We 


1 


that such results will be 


for white children. have no fears 
slow, if the en- 
franchised peasantry, one million or four 
million, have the right to work on their 

a 


to accey] the hire 
I 


that offers, —if 


own land, or wage 


they find they are not ar- 


bitrarily removed from their old homes, 


—and if the protecti f, » homes is 


in the first instan to them- 
ives, 
These are the fir 


. . 
aom tor 


REVIEWS AND 


History of the Ro 
CHARLES 
low of St 


vans under t} Empir by 
B. D., late Fel- 
John’s College, Cambridge 
Edition. With 

New York: 
Vols. 1. & Il 


MERIVALI 


Fourth London 
a Copious Analy tical Index 


From th« 
D. Appleton & Co. 8vo 


Peopte of the last century had a very 


, and 


k up enough of it 


easy time with their Roman history 
any gentleman could p 


‘in course of his morning’s reading” to 
Mc n 


Mor 


answer the demands of a lifetim« 


read and believed l had no 


doubt of the existence of Romulus and 


Remus than of the existence of Fairfax 
and Cromwell. As to the 


those 


story of 
ypped children being nursed by a she- 
wolf, had it not been esta hed 


lid sometimes suckle humanity’s 


and why should it be supposed that no lu- 
pine nursery had ever existed at the foot 
of the Palatine Hill ? 


the wolf-story, everything else 


After swallowing 
was eas) 

and the history of the Roman Kings was 
as gravely received as the history of tl 
Roman Emperors. The Brutus who up- 
set the Tarquins was as much an historical 
character as tl 
killed rullia 
lived and sinned, just like Messallina. 


srutus who assassinated 
had 
The 


Horatii were of flesh and blood, like the 


Cesar and himself. 
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L 


them. For us they are the legitimate use 


shall 


instruct all officers of 


of victory. It only remains that we 


mildly, but firmly, 


the Government that it is time for some 


policy to be adopted which shall involve 


such uses of victory. The country will 
be encotraged, the moment it that 


the freedmen are finding their 


places in the new civilization. 

try expects its rulers not 

ters of accidents or for volunteer |} 
} 1: TT 

to provide th 

and the hall prompt- 


ly and lves of every 


‘“ERARY NOTICES. 


Triumvirs. So was it with regard to the 


Empire. The same short work that was 


made with Regal Rome and the early Re- 
publican per 
rial age. Julius Czsar was the destroyer 


> ~D 
of homan ibe , and 


d was applied to the Impe- 


Pompeius was the 
unlucky champion of his country’s consti- 
tution. With few exceptions, the Emper- 


ors were the greatest moral monsters that 
ever had lived and reigned. It 
two 


r three critical writers 


historical su is toc! 


cw 


were mon and 
oO ar tence to shal the faith 
sses had in the 


mighty 
} 


s been changed For half a 


century, learned men have been busily em- 
ployed in pulling down the edifice of Ro- 
until they have unsettled ev- 
No one 
seriously, to believe any- 


of the 
Pyrrhus. ¢ 


man history 


erybody’s faith in that history. 


now preten is 
thing i 


that is told Romans fart 


back than the time of 


and darkness rest over the earlier 


turies, and defy penetration. Whi 


Thomas Browne says of Egypt is not in- 


arly Rome. History 


mum- 
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bleth 


iat it 


something to the inquirer, “ but 
Not even the 
He 


must have been a contractor, who made an 


is he heareth not.” 


story of Curtius now finds believers. 
enormous fortune at the time of the seces- 
sion of the plebs, and ruined himself by 
the operation. So far as relates to early 
Roman history, want of faith is very nat- 
ural; for what documents have we to go 
upon in making up an opinion concerning 
None to spe ak of. 

first thought, that tl 


But it is strange, 
ere should be 
a judgment 


making up 


the history of the last century 


ity in 

Republic, and of the Imperial 
Of those times much that was 
written still survives, and many of 
the Ro- 


even more familiar to the mod- 


then 


the works that were familiar to 
mans are 
is a wide difference of 


e character of the Roman 
actions 
who figured in that 
and the 
at times, as 
Phi- 


are Pompeians and Cesari- 


i the objects and the 
nt men 
ire yet in dispute ; 
ilmost as fierce, 
days of Pharsalia and 
ere were nineteen centuries 
iat the pen with them is indeed 

the sword Ceesar’s 


case 


reviewed, and the current of 
ow setting strongly in his favor. 


looked 


usurper, who differed from other 


upon as a mere 


only in having a greater stage, 


talents proportioned to that stage, he 


his times, and as 


san who could fulfil the d« 


is the man of 

' 
mands 
sis that existed after the death of 
ig to . Merivale, who 
moderate jan, Cwsar was 
‘the true captain and lawgiver and proph- 


When 


such an assertion can be made by an Eng- 


et of the age” in which he lived. 


lish gentleman of well-balanced mind, we 


may form some idea of the intensity of 


that Cxsarism which prevails in fiercer 
minds, and which is intended to have an 
effect on contemporary rule. For the con- 
troversy which exists relative to the merits 
of Romans “ dead, and turned to clay,’ is 
not merely critical and scholastic, but is 
enlivened by its direct bearing upon living 
men and contending parties. Cssarism 
The Bonaparte fam- 
Napo- 


i for the great Julius, and Na- 


means Napoleonism 
i the Ji 


r 


mi. st 


ly is ian family of to-day. 


1 
} 
A 


€ 
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poleon III. is the modern (and very Gallic) 
Cesar Augustus, the avenger of ill- 
used uncle, and the crusher of the Junii 
and the Crassi, and all the rest of the aris- 
tocrats, who overthrew him, and caused 


his 


his early death. It is not necessary to 
point out the utter absurdity of this attempt 
to justify modern despotism by referring 
to the 
in the 
those 


action of men who lived and acted 


greatest of ancient revolutions ; and 
men who admire Julius (¢ but 


nduct 


esar, 


who are not disposed to see in his 


istification of the conduct of 


men object to the French Imper 


of his career. Mommsen, whose admira 
tion of Cesar is as ardent as his knowl- 
edge of Roman history is great, speaks 
with well-deserved scorn of the efforts that 
are made to defend contemporary usurpa- 
tion by misrepresentation of the history of 


antiquity. One of his remarks is curious 


read in connection with that history which 


daily appears in our journals. Writing 


before our civil war began, he declared, 


that, if ever the slaveholding aristocracy 

» Southern States of America should 
bring matters to such a pass as their coun- 
the Rome of Sulla, Cres 


would be pronounced legitimate there also 


terparts in rism 


by the spirit of history,—an observation 
that derived new interest from the report 
that General Lee was to be made Dictator 
of the Confederacy, and Mr. Davis allowed 
to go into that retirement which is so much 
admired and so little sought by all politi- 
cians. Mommsen, after the remark above 
quoted, proceeds to say, that, whenever 
Cesarism “ appears under other social con- 
ditions, it is at once a usurpation and a 
caricature. History, however, will not con- 
due to the true 


sent to curtail the honor 


Cesar, because her decision, in the pres- 
ence of false Caesars, may give occasion to 
simplicity to play the fool and to villany 
to play the rogue. She, too, is a Bible, and 
if she can as little prevent herself from 
being misunderstood by the fool and quot- 
ed by the Devil, she ought as little to be 


prejudice d by either.’ Strong words, but 
very natural as coming from a learned Ger- 
man who finds his own theory turned to 
account by the supporters of a liouse which 
Germany once helped to overthrow, and 
which she would gladly aid in overthrow- 
ing again. Perhaps Dr. Mommsen will 
soon have an opportunity to speak more 
at length of French Casarism, for the first 
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two volumes of Napoleon III.’s “ Life of Ju- 
lius Ceesar”’ are announced as nearly ready 
for publication, and their appearance can- 
not fail to be the signal for a battle royal, 
as few scholars, we presume, will be con- 
tent to take historical law from an Emper- 
or. The modern master of forty legions 
will not be as fortunate as Hadrian in find- 
ing philosophers disinclined to question 
his authority in letters; and he may fare 
even worse at their hands than he fared at 
of Mr. Kinglake. 

letters is not to be mastered by a coup d’ 


état. 


those The republic of 


The opponents of Crsa®sm have not 
been silent, and it would be neither un- 
interesting nor unprofitable, did time per- 
mit, to show how well they have dispos- 
ed of most of the arguments of their foes. 
The question is not the old one, whether 
the party of Cesar or that of Pompeius 
was the better one, for at bottom the two 
were very much the same, the struggle 
Ro- 


man dominion ; and it is certain that there 


being for supremacy over the whole 
would have been no essential change of 
the at 

On 


decision 
that 
Cesar was the nominal champion of 


political procedure, had 


Pharsalia been reversed. 


liberal faction, and Pompeius was the nom- 
Had Cex- 
sar lost the day, the plebeian Pompeian 


inal champion of the optimates 


house would have furnished an imperial 
line, instead of that line proceeding from 
the patrician Julii. Pompeius would have 


] 


been as little inclined to abandon the fruits 


of his victory to the aristocrats as Cesar 
of the 
Forum-populace, to whose support he owed 


It was to free himself from the 


showed himself to set up the rule 
so much 
weight of his equals that Pompeius select- 
ed the East for the seat of war, when there 
were s0 many strong military reasons why 
to 


he should have proceeded to the West 
Romanized Spain, where he veteran 


had 
legions that might under his lead have 
been found the equals of Caxsar’s small, 
but efficient He to 
get out of the Republican atmosphere, and 


most army. wished 
into a country where “the one-man pow- 


He 


acted asa politician, not as a soldier, when 


er”’ was the recognized idea of rule 
he sailed from Brundisium to the East, and 
the nobility were not blind to the fact, and 
were not long in getting their revenge; 
for it was through their political influence 
that Pompeius was forced to deliver battle 
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at Pharsalia, when there were strong mil- 
itary reasons for refusing to fight. That 
they were involved in their chief's fall 
was only in accordance with the usual 
course of things, there being nothing to 
equal the besotted blindness of faction, as 
our current history but too clearly proves. 
As between Cesar and Pompeius, there- 
fore, it is natural and just that modern 
liberals should sympathize with the for- 
mer, and contemplate his triumph wi 


th 
pleasure, as he was by far the abler and 


better man, and ¢ 
by bloodshed 


the Pompeians had promised themselves on 


d not stain his 


success 


] 
1 plunder, things which 
} 


an 


a scale that would have astonished Marius 
and Sulla, and whic 


thought of equalling. 


h the Triumvirs never 
But when we 


are 
asked to behold as the result of the Roman 
Revolution the deliverance of the provin- 
cials, and that as of purpose on the part of 
the to 
ask of the Cxsarians whether they think 


victor, we are inclined, in return, 


mankind are such fools as not to be able 


to read and to understand the Imperial 


history. That Cesar’s success was bene- 
ficial to Rome’s subjects we do not dis- 
pute; but that the change he effected was 
of the 


or that Cesar ever thought of 


sweeping character claimed for it, 


being the 
reformer that his admirers declare him to 
things 


have been, are yet to be proved. 


The change that came from the substitu- 
tion of the Imperial polity for the Republi- 
can was the result of circumstances, and 
it was of slow 


growth. Imperialism was 


an Octavian, not a Julian creation, as any 
able to understand who goes 


ters of Mr. Meri- 


volume The 


reader will be 
through the closing ch 
third 
imperial career was too short, and too full 


ay 
vale’s first Cvesar’s 
of hard military work, to admit of much 
being done by him of a political character ; 
nor would it have been possible for him, 


had he been a much younger man, and 
had he lived for years, to accomplish what 
The terrible 
crisis that followed his death, and which 
lasted until the de 
debate ” at Actium g 
Roman world, prepared the 


was effected by Augustus. 


ision of “ the world’s 
master to the 
for the 


work that was done by his grand-nephew 


ave a 
way 
and adopted son. The severe discipline 
which the Romans went through between 
the day of Munda and that of Actium made 
them more acquiescent in despotism than 


they would have been found, if Julius 
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Cesar’s mild sway had been continued 
through that interval. 
that the 
sword into daggers, and the expression is 


It has been said 
Triumvirate converted Czsar’s 
by no means too strong, as the world has 
never witnessed such another reign of ter- 
ror as from the union of Octa- 
and Lepidus. If that 
for the purpose of recon- 


followed 
vius, Antonius, 
union was torm¢ 
ciling men to despotic rule, it must be al- 
lowed the merit that belongs to a perfect 
invention. Without it the Roman Empire 
might never have 


Mr. Merivak 


as formin 


had an existence. 
s work may be considered 


g the text-book of moderate Ca- 
sarism. An E1 


glishman, he cannot be an 
but he sees that the 
for a change, and that un- 
lirection the change could be 


advocate of despotism ; 
time had com« 
der Ceesar’s 
better made than under that of Pompeius 
or his party rhis is something very dif- 
ferent from blind advocacy of Cesarism ; 
and we ean follow him through his clear 
and vigorous narrative of the events of the 
Revolution with general acquiescence in 
his views His first and second volumes, 
which are immediately under considera- 
tion, may be said to form the history of the 
career of Cesar, and to present the best 
which has been 


account of that career 


publishe a in our language. 


Introductory 
matter apart, his book opens with the ap- 
pearance of the first Emperor on the polit- 
ical stage, and the second volume closes at 
the date of h 


political act 


s assassination. His various 


ons, his achievements in Gaul 
and Britain, his marvellous exploits in It- 
aly, Spain, Macedonia, Greece, and Africa 


in the Civil War, 
here told and set forth in a 


and the character of his 
legislation, are 
manner that comes very near to perfection. 
There is a vividness in the narrative, and 
a bringing-out of individual portraits, that 
make the work read like a history of con- 
temporary events. Nor does the author’s 
just admiration of Cesar’s extraordinary 
intellect and wonderful deeds cause him to 
be uniust to the eminent men on the other 
side, though as a rule he deals severely 
with those Romans whom the world ad- 
mires, when treating of the effects of their 
conduct. It has been obj cted to his his- 
tory, that he speaks with freedom of Cice- 
ro’s conduct on many occasions, but we 
think that he has not exceeded the bounds 
of just criticism when considering the 


course of the Roman orator; and in his 
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third volume, when summing up his char- 
acter, he employs the most generous and 
lofty language in speaking of him. “ Af- 
ter all the severe judgments we are com- 
pelled to pass on his conduct,” he says, 
“we must acknowledge that there remains 
a residue of what is amiable in his char- 
acter and noble in his teaching beyond 
all ancient example. Cicero lived and 
died in faith. He 
the belief in virtue, and had disciples in 
the love. There have 

dark periods in the history of man, when 


has made converts to 


wisdom of been 
the feeble ray of religious instruction paled 
before the torch of his generous philan- 
thropy. The praise which the great critic 
pronounced upon his excellence in oratory 
may be justly extended to the qualities of 
his heart; and even in our enlightened 
days it may be held no mean advance in 
virtue to venerate the 
An intelligent 
the most illustrious victim of the Triumvi- 


master of Roman 
philosophy.” admirer of 
rate will consider these words something 
far better than anything that can be found 
in Middleton’s “‘ lying legend in honor of 
St. Tully.” 


miration of Cicero and sympathy with the 


It may be observed that ad- 


Roman aristocratical party mostly go to- 
gether; and yet the Roman aristocracy 
disliked Cicero, and their writers treated 
him harshly, while he received kind treat- 
ment from writers on the other side. Livy, 
whom Augustus himself called the Pom- 
peian, says of Cicero that “he bore none 
of his calamities as a man should, except 
**Lucan denounces his 


his death”; and 


perverse impolicy.” Mr. Merivale, in a 
note, observes that it can hardly be acci- 
dental that Tacitus, in his historical works, 
“« The 
most glowing tribute to Cicero’s merits is 
the 
this is written in the spirit of a Marian, or 


never mentions him, and adds, 


well-known passage in Juvenal, and 


anti-oligarch.” Velleius, who is generally 
spoken of as a sort of literary flunky of 
the Cesars, warmly panegyrizes Cicero. 


Had 
would not have found Italy the safi 


the Pompeians triumphed, Cicero 
place 

He 
would have fared as badly at their hands 
as he did at those of the Clodian rabble, 
and Pompeius might have been to him 


that it was to him under Cexsar’s rule. 


what Antonius became after Ceesar’s death. 

The portrait which Mr. Merivale has 
drawn of Cato does not meet with the ap- 
proval of those persons who admire old 
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toman virtue, of which Cato was the im- 
personation; but they would find it diffi- 
cult to show that he has done that stubborn 
Stoic any injustice. Cato modelled himself 
on his great-grandfather, Cato the Censor, 
a mean fellow, who sold -his old slaves in 
order that they might not become a charge 
upon him ; but, as our author remarks, the 
character ot had simple 


Nature, while that of his de- 


the Censor been 
and true to 


laborate, though 
Cato 


scendant was a system of ¢ 


unconscious affectations. behaved 


as absurdly as an American would behave 
who should attempt to imitate his great- 
grandfather, the old having 
subject of George II He 


was an honest man, according to the Ro- 


gentleman 


died a loyal 


man standard of honesty, which allowed 
a great margin for the worst villany, pro- 
vided it were done for the public good, or 
what was supposed to be the public good. 
Like 


some politicians of our 


that, 


time, he 


thought, when he had made it ap- 


pear that a certain course would be in ac- 
cordance with ancient precedent, it should 


be adopted, — making no allowance for 


the thousand disturbing causes which the 


practical politician knows must be found 
on any path that may be selected. Of all 
the men whose conduct brought about the 
Civil War, he was the 


he had the 


most virtuous, and 
8 igacity to oppose a resort to 
arms; though how he succeeded in recon- 
ciling his aversion t with his 


war sup- 


port of a policy that led directly to its 


existence is one of the mysteries of those 


days. The Pompeians found him a bore, 
and, had they been victorious, would have 
trouble of killing himself. 


by cutting off his head. 


saved him the ‘ 
Cato was one of 
the very few persons for whom Cesar felt 
a strong dislike; 
harmed him 
to live Fy 


but he would not have 
had he got his own consent 
om Cato he had experic nced 
no such insult as he had met with from M. 
Marcellus, 


mission to r 


and Marcellus received per- 


turn to Rome; but Cato was 
of an unmalleable nature, and preferred, to 
an ignoble silence in Italy, the noble si- 

nee of the grave. He 


fashion.” 


died “after the 


high Roman 
called the 
er of that age, 


Suicide might be 
natural death of a Roman lead- 
and nothing but the vio- 
lence of enemies could dispute the title 
with it. Cato, Brutus, Cassius, Antonius, 
and others fell by their own hands, or by 


the hands of persons who acted by their 
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orders. Cwsar, Pompeius, Cicero, and 
Crassus were murdered. Nothing serves 
more to show how much Augustus differ- 
ed from most Romans of his century than 
the fact that he died in his bed at extreme 
old age. 

That Mr. Merivale’s Cesarism does not 
prevent him from doing justice to the op- 
ponents of Cesar is proved by his portrait 
of Q 


J. Lutatius Catulus, the best leader of 
the optimates, and whom he pronounces to 
been the most 


terested of all the 


have moderate and disin- 


great men of his day, — 

“there is pe rhaps no 
character in the | 
wealth 


tory of the Common- 


which commanded more general 


esteem, or obtained more blameless dis- 


Yet Catulus was 
one of those men with whom Cesar came 


tinction in political life.” 


earliest in collision, each as the represent- 
ative of his party on vital points of differ- 
ence. Our historian’s estimate of the life, 
labors, purposes, and character of Pompe- 
ius is singularly correct, when we consider 
the temptation that he hs to 
the 


direct opposition for 


underrate 


man with whom Cvsar has stood in 


nineteen centuries. 
There are few more emphatic passages in 
the historical literature of language 
than the account Vol 
II. ch. 18, of the last days and death 


of Pompeius, and which is followed by a 


our 


which is given in 


most judicious summing-up of his _his- 


tory and position as a Roman leader, 


The historian’s mind appears to be strong- 
ly affected by the fate of the Pompeian 


much so as was the 
tion of the 


have 


house, as imagina- 


Romans, which it seems to 


haunted. This is in 
presume, to the free 


made of Lucan’s 


part due, we 

has 
a work of 
great value to those who would understand 


use which he 


* Pharsalia,”’ 


how the grand contest for supremacy was 
viewed by the beaten party in after times. 
That poem is the funeral wail of the Ro- 


man aristocracy, and it embodies the ideas 


and traditions of the vanquished as they 
existed far down into the Imperial age. It 
testifies to the original vitality of the aris 
tocratical faction, when we find a youthful 
contemporary of Nero dedicating his genius 
to its service more than a century after the 
had the battle- 


Whether Lucan was a patriot, or a 


contest been decided on 
field. 
selfish 


feel certain that he never could have writ- 


, but disappointed courtier, we may 


ten in the Pompeian spirit, if that spirit 
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vas not still dominant in the minds of a 
large number of those men and women 


who formed the most cultivated portion of 
Roman society To a critical historian, 
such as Mr. Merivale is, his poem must be 
very useful, though it would be dangerous 
authority in unskilful hands 

The lk 
that it 


ading merit of this history is 


supplies a want, and supplies it ef- 


fectually Opening about sixty years be- 


fore the beginning of the Christian era, it 


terminates with the death of M. Aurelius 


Antoninus, the point where Gibbon’s work 
begins We 


with the close of 


still need a work beginning 
Punic War 
and ending with the death of Sulla, to 
Arnold; but Mr. 
is about to supply the want, 


» Second 
with 


ivaie 


at le: 


as we 


The first two volumes, 
id, end at the date of Ceesar’s 
death lhe third and fourth embrace the 
long period in which Augustus was the prin- 
cipal character, and when the Roman Em- 
pire was formed. Th 


the t liberit 


fifth and sixth cover 
is, Caligula, Claudius, 

o, and Vitellius, and a por- 
tion of t The seventh 
devoted to the first Fla- 
— Vespasian, Titus, and Domi- 


l to tl 


of Vespasian 
and last volume is 
vian hous« 
tian,—a 

— Nerva 


se “ five good Emperors’ 
frajan, Hadrian, and the Anto- 
nines — whose reigns are renowned in the 
history of monarchy for 


The material the 


their excellence. 
the 
and they have been well 


work are, for 
most part 
historian, a man of ex- 

p and of critical sagacity. 

subscribe to his opinions or 

not, the an be no doubt of his having 
presented a brilliant picture of the civil- 
and a half 
His is the only read 


ized wor about two 


eventful 
able worl have which affords a 
continuous narrative of the history of Rome 


from the appearance of Cisar to the ap- 


Had it no other 


pearance of Commodus. 
claim upon us, 
us in re 


this alone would justify 
mmending it to the closest atten- 
tion of all who desire to become acquaint- 
ed with the facts that make up the sum of 
Roman Imperial history. But it has other 
claims to the consideration of readers. It 
makes Roman Imperial history thoroughly 
intelligible, because events are philosoph- 
ically treated, and their bearing upon each 
other is rendered clear. It is written with 


vivacity, force, and elegance. The style 
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style of a gentleman, and the sen- 
timents are those of a Christian scholar. 
There is not a paragraph in it which we 
could wish to see omitted, or essentially 
changed. It has won for its author a place 
in the list of first-rate English historians, 
and he is to be ranked with Macaulay, 


Grote, Froude, Kinglake, and 


great 


Hallam, 


others of those writers who have 


done so much to illustrate the English 
name and to advance the cause of human- 
ity. Being familiar with the work from 
the time that the first and second volumes 
were published in England, in 1850, we 
have always desired that it should be pla- 
ced before the American reading public, 
confident that here its high merits would 
secure for it a great and deserved popu- 
larity ; and it is with a sense of personal 
gratification that we have seen its publica- 
tion begun in New York, in a form that 


pleases the eye and gratifies good taste. 


Church Pastorals: Hymns and Tunes for 
Public and Social Worship. 
and Arranged by 


D. D. 


Collected 
NEHEMIAH ADAMS, 
Boston : Ticknor & Fields. 

Tue Rev. Dr. Bushnell, in August, 1852 


delivered an address upon “ Religious Mu- 
sic”’ before the Beethoven Society of Yale 
College at the opening of their new organ. 
In the peroration of this address, after re- 
marking upon the great assistance which 
Christian feeling receives in the praise 
of God from “things without life giving 
— “Let 
suggest, also, in this connection, the very 


sound,” he goes on to say, me 


great importance of the cultivation of re- 


ligious music. Every family should be 


trained in it; every Sunday or common 


school should have it as one of its exer- 


as a kind 
of ordinance of grace for the children: not 


cises. The Moravians have it 
without reason; for the powers of feeling 
and imagination, and the sense of spiritual 
realities, are developed as much by a train- 
ing of childhood in religious music as by 
any other means. We complain that choirs 
and organs take the music to themselves in 
our churches, and that nothing is left to the 
people but to hear their undistinguishable 
piping, which no one else can join or fol- 
low or interpret. This must always be 
the complaint, till the congregations them- 


selves have exercise enough in singing to 
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make the performance theirs. As soon as 
they are able to throw in masses of sound 
that are not barbarous, but Christian, and 
have a right enjoyment of their feeling in 
it, they will have the tunes and the style 
of the exercise in their own way,— not be- 
fore. . The more sorrowful is it, that, 
in our present defect of culture, there are 
so many voices which are more incapable 
of the right sound than 
things without life, and which, when they 


distinctions of 


attempt to sing, contribute more to the 
feeling of woe than of praise.” 

These words are as true to-day as when 
they were uttered twelve years ago. Con- 
gregations which do not desire, or cannot 
afford, to resign the musical portion of 
their service to professional singers, have 
something more to do than to complain 
that the music is bad, or that they do not 
like paid vocalists to troll out psalmody for 
them. They must go to work and make 
their own music,—real music ; for in these 
days unharmonious sounds are almost as 
much out of place in the worship of God as 
an uncatholic spirit and an heretical doc- 
trine. The truth of this principle many 
societies admit, and some, like the Rev. 
Henry Ward Beecher’s, have already put 
it into practice ; the majority, however, wait 
for help to free themselves from the cus- 
toms which have kept them listeners when 
they should be creators of vocal praise. The 
great obstacle to congregational singing has 
been that the range of tunes already fa- 
miliar was very limited, while the provid- 
ing a whole society with the paraphernalia 
of music-books involved great expense to 
small purpose, since a large portion of the 
tunes contained in these books are unavail- 
able for such use, being prepared with a 
view to the wants of thoroughly trained 
singers; besides which, the reference to 
two books, one for the words and the other 
for the music, is to many persons perplex- 
ing, and to all inconvenient. 

“Church Pastorals” is an attempt to 
overcome this obstacle, and to extend that 
help which is wanted. Other attempts have 
been made before, but we regard this as the 
most successful, and consider that Dr. Ad- 
ams has prepared the best hymn-and-tune- 
book that has yet been issued, as we pro- 
pose briefly to illustrate by a recapitulation 
of his plan and his manner of executing it. 

The hymns, which are nine hundred and 
eighty-eight in number, are selected from 


[ June, 


the great mass of hymn-writers ; although 
Watts and the Wesleys furnish the foun- 
dation, and the materials of the superstruct- 
ure are largely drawn from Doddridge, 
Cowper, Toplady, Montgomery, and others 
of kindred spirit, yet many beautiful things 
have been added from the later religious 
poetry, which are no less fervid in feeling, 
while less pronounced in doctrinal expres- 
sion. These hymns are arranged in ju- 
dicious general divisions, which are ¢ 

analytically separated into special topics 
placed in logical After the 
hymns follow thirty-eight doxologies, the 
editor having added to the short list of 


sequence. 


common ones others which are fine enough 
to become standard at once. 

But it is less as a hymn- than as a tune- 
book that “ Church 


’ merits the 
notice of societies and individuals who are 


Pastorals 


truly interested in religious music, and we 
pass at once to our remarks upon this por- 
tion of the work. The compiler, although 
holding himself personally responsible for 
every selection, has availed himself of the 
advice and assistance of persons profes- 
sionally eminent in sacred music, one of 
whom placed at his disposal a library which 
is unique in this country, containing works 
of which few Americans have owned or seen 
duplicates, such as rare ‘ Choral-Biicher”’ 
of German cathedrals, and curious collec- 
tions of English ecclesiastical compositions, 
a partial list of which is included in the 
volume, for the benefit of those who are 
curious in such matters, or wish to know 
how far Dr. Adams’s researches have led 
him. 


To ascertain how new mel- 


odies of the purest devotional character 


many 


have been derived from these rich sources 
a careful examination is necessary, as also 
to comprehend with what skill the harmo- 
ny has been preserved or adapted, in order 
to secure the two desirable results, — ab- 
solute freshness and beauty of treatment, 
and practicability for ordinary use; but a 
casual inspection will give sufficient indi- 
cation of the spirit in which the work was 
undertaken, and of the faithfulness with 
which it has been completed. 

While properly 
sought, the old, familiar elements 


originality has been 
have 
not been neglected, and those simple songs 
which were upon the lips of our parents 
and grandparents, and are yet dear to us 
from association and intrinsic worth, are 


set in among the newer strains. The first 
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lines only are given of such as need mere- 

ly to be recalled to the memory of any who 

ever sing ; but of others, equally prized, but 

less likely to be remembered, the full score 
ven 

I'he doxologies are for the most part 

set to noble chorals of such strong, straight- 


forward character that they cannot fail 


to become friends and intimates at once. 
In them, as in all the tunes, the compass 
of ordinary been considered ; 
left 


done which could give beauty to melody 


voices has 


and although nothing has been un- 


or scholarly variousness to harmony, the 


whole has been brought within the range 


of all singers 


; 
I 


A novel and peculiar feature of the book 


is its “Stanzas to be sung impromptu.” 


Occasions often arise at social meetings or 


special services, when it becomes desirable 


porti nm, or even the whole, of 


i 


to sing a 


some homely, hearty hymn, but, while 


** the spirit moves,” the opportunity is lost 
words or the fit air, 
To 


has brought 


in the irch for the 
or in an 


meet this 


attempt to “set the tune.” 
Dr. Adams 


together a variety of such stanzas, suited 


want, 


to all times and ] , coupled with 


he first line of a familiar melody, 
propitious moment may be enjoy- 
mproved. 

understood that the 
d for each hymn is printed 


course be 


tly above it, all four parts being given 


two trebles printed in a not 


unusual way upon one staff, the tenor and 


bass having each separate lines. There- 
fore no difficulty in 


singing the hymns can 


f ven by the inexperienced, especial- 
ly as one stanza is printed with the notes 


to show the exact adaptation. 


In fine Church Pastorals” is a work 


worthy of an extended circulation and ca- 


pable of great usefulness. It can serve 
yurpose of public worship, for it 
the 
m or the week-day gathering, and 


thoughts and feelings 


every 
embraces all services of Sabbath con- 
es upon all 


ious assemblies ; it is not above the 


tastes and abilities of an earnest congrega- 
notice and use of the 
More tian this, 


tion, nor beneath the 


independent choir. it has 
a particular value for the home and the 


knows 


quiet hour when the family-voices seek to 


fireside. Every household some 


join in the happy harmony of some unpre- 


tending hymn, and when the only limit to 
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such grateful music is the failure of mem- 
ory or the meagreness of the library, which 
furnishes only the hymns, or, giving the 
tunes, supplies only a part of the words, — 
for few families possess both sorts of books 
in plenty for their convenient use. This vol- 
ume offers all, — the hymn, solemn, hope- 
ful, sad, or jubilant, and united to it a tune, 
from recollection’s 
earliest days, perhaps unknown and un- 
tried, but the the 
words, and ready at an instant’s desire to 


perhaps remembered 


suiting well spirit of 
express the sentiment or emotion that rises 


for utterance. If “Church Pastorals” 
had no other merit, this alone would maké 
it worth possessing by all who love and 
ever practise sacred music 

A thorough and elaborate index includes 
in one ingenious list all references, whether 
to hymns, tunes, or metres ; and the inac- 
curacies which will creep into even as 
handsome typography as this are unim- 


ob- 


size is convenient, and the 


portant, and rectified as quickly as 
The 


shape comely. 


served. 


Tllust A Series of Dis- 
cussions by HerBert Spencer. With 
a Notice of Spencer’s “‘ New System of 

New York: D. Appleton 


ttions of Progress: 


Philosophy.’ 
& Co. 


Mr. Hersert Spencer is already a 
power in the world. Yetit is not the vulgar 
apprehension of power which is associated 
He 


holds no position of civil authority, neither 


with notoriety that we claim for him. 


do his works compete with Miss Braddon’s 
poorest novel in the circulating-libraries. 
3ut he has already influenced the silent 
belief 
marks the point to which the civilization 


life of a few thinking men whos¢ 


of the age must struggle torise. In Amer- 
ica, we may even now confess our obliga- 
tions to the writings of Mr. Spencer, for 
mer than elsewhere the mass feel as 


The 
reader acquainted with the admirable pa- 


here so 
utility what a few recognize as truth. 
pers upon Education, which have been re- 
published and extensively circulated in this 
country, has recognized their author’s fresh 
and vigorous spirit, his power of separat- 
ing the essential from the accidental, as 
well as his success in grasping the main feat- 
ures of a subject divested of frivolous and 


subordinate details. That he possesses a 
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thinking 


ness, as well as acuteness, will be allowed 


faculty of rare comprehensive- 


by all who will study his other works now 
in course of republication in New York. 
Mr. Spencer is at present engaged in an 


heroic attempt to construct a sufficing sys- 


tem of philosophy, which shall include Bi- 
! 


Moral- 
ity. The great interest to mankind of the 


ology, Psychology, Sociology, and 
discussion proposed, as well as Mr. Spen- 


cer’s claims to be intrusted with it, are 
set forth with singular clearness and felici- 
ty in the essay which introduces the pres- 
ent volume. Whatever success the latest 
discoveries in science render possible to 
solid intellectual force assisted by the keen- 
est instruments of logic will doubtless be 
attained. As far as the frontiers of knowl- 
edge where the intellect may go, there is 
no living man whose guidance may more 
safely be trusted. Mr. Spencer represents 
the scientific spirit of the age He makes 
note of all that comes within the range of 
sensuous experience, and declares what- 
ever may be derived therefrom by a care- 
ful induction. As a philosopher he does 
Yet beyond this the heart 
Let it 


that, when the 


not go farther. 
of humanity must ever penetrate. 
be true, as it doubtless is, 
understanding by process of logic seeks to 
All, it 


barren abstraction destitute of personality 


demonstrate the Cause of finds a 
It is no less tru 
to the 


agency. © For 


that God reveals Himself 
human feeling without intermediate 
Mr. 
Spencer finds an indestructible foundation. 
While 
and 


ftrment 


the religious ser 
maintaining that man can 
finite, he yet 


that science does not fill the whole 


grasp 
holds 


region 


know only the 
of mental activity. Man may realize in 
consciousness what he may not grasp in 
thought. 

Of the other doctrines of Mr. Spencer 
His attitude 
towards theology is to us more satisfactory 


we attempt no exposition. 


than that of any recent thinker of the first 


class. But whatever his conclusions, every 


that 
of mind which follows the issues 


true man will respect and encourage 
rectitude 
of its reasoning at any cost. It was not 
the philosopher in his brain, but the fool 
in his heart, who said, “‘ There is no God.” 
It is of little matter what inappropriate 
name narrow people may have chosen for 
Mr. Spencer. Here is a conscientious in- 
vestigator who finds duty everywhere, 


who labors to give men truths which shall 
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elevate and reform their lives; but he be- 
lieves that the hope of humanity was po- 
tentially shut in an egg, and never in an 
ark. 


sofa,” — church-member he may be,—who 


And there is the “reader upon the 


tosses aside “ Vanity Fair” with the re- 
flection that a gossiping of London snobs 
is human life, and that the best thing to be 
done is to pay pew-rates and lie still and 
gird at it. Which of these two, think you, 
is the modern representative of King Da- 
vid’s “ fool ” 2 

We would not be charged with the su- 
perfluity of 


writings of Mr 


commending to scholars the 
Spencer. They have long 
ago found them out. It is to the mass of 
working men and women who make time 
for a solid book or two in the course of the 
While 


and training to 


year that we submit their claims 


those who have the leisure 


realize Mr. Spencer’s system as a devel- 
oped unity must necessarily be few, no 


reader of tolerable intelligence can fail to 


find much of interest and suggestion in its 


several parts. With a common allowance 


for the abstruse nature of the subjects of 


which he treats, Mr. Spencer may be called 
a popular writer. His philosophical termi- 
nology will not be found troublesome in 
those of his writings which will first attract 
the reader. The “ Social Statics,” the “ Es- 
,” and the atise on 


very clearly, as well 


says “ Education ” are 
, as most gracefully, 
written. And after these have been master- 
ed, most readers will not be repelled by th 
Principles of Psy- 
the “New System of Phi- 
All these i 


materials for f 


less easy re g of the ‘ 
chology 

losophy.” works are rich in 
rming intelligent opinions, 
even where we are unable to agree with 


Much 
learnt from them in departments 


those put forward by the author. 
may be 
in which our common educational system 
is very deficient. The active citizen may 
derive from them accurate, systematized 
information concerning his highest duties 
to society, and the principles on which they 


He may 


of the value and bearing of evidence, and 


are based. gain clearer notions 


be better able to distinguish between facts 
find 
things suggestive of wiser thought — nay, 


and inferences He may common 
we will venture to say, of truer emotion 
—than before 
of that 


teaches the hopelessness of human effort, 


For Mr. Spencer is not 


school of “philosophy” which 


and, by implication, the abandonment of 





1864.] 
moral dignity. From profound generaliza- 
tions upon society, he rises to make the 
duty of the individual most solemn and 
imperative. Above all, he has this best 
prerogative of really great thinkers, —he 
is able to change sentiments to convictions. 
If we have not particularized the claims 
of the single volume whose title is at the 
head of our notice, it is because all that 
Mr. Spencer has written moves towards 
one end and is equally worthy of attention. 
The essays here given are selected from 
two series, the first published in 1857, the 
second in 1863. The present arrangement 
has been chosen by the author as more 
suitable to develop the general purpose 
While the doc- 
trine of Evolution is more or less illustrat- 


which governs his work. 


ed in each of these papers, the variety of 
subjects discussed must touch at some 
point the taste and pursuit of any reader. 
From “ Manners and Fashion” to “ The 
Nebular bold 
enough to include most prominent topics 


Hypothesis” is a sweep 


with which we are concerned. Indeed, we 
can recall no modern volume of the same 
size which so thoroughly credits its author 
with that faculty of looking about him 
which Pope thought it was man’s business 
to exercise. 


‘ 


There are the current phrases, 
‘seeing life,” and “ knowing the world,” 
which generally used to signify groping 
in the dirtiest corners of the-one and fat- 
tening lazily upon the other ; but if it were 
possible to rescue such expressions from 
their vulgar associations, we think that a 
candid reader would apply the best con- 
ceptions they suggested to the writer of 
the discussions here collected. The world 
as it is to-day is seen by Mr. Spencer as by 
few living men. The sciences, which taken 
singly too often seem only good to expel 
the false, have been summoned together 
Not Nature alone, but 
Humanity, which is greater than Nature, 
must be interrogated for answers that shall 


to declare the true. 


satisfy the ripest reason of the age. By 
the rare gifts of comparison which turn to 
account his wide observations, Mr. Spen- 
cer has already established principles 
which, however compelled for a time to 
compromise with prejudices and vested in- 
terests, will become the recognized basis 
of an improved society. 

Our only interest in recommending this 
author to our countrymen comes from the 
conviction that he is peculiarly capable of 
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impressing for good the present condition 
of our national character. By giving us 
fuller realizations of liberty and justice 
his writings will tend to increase our self- 
reliance in the great emergency of civili- 
zation to which we have been summoned. 
so brill- 
iantly illustrated by Dr. Holmes, emanci- 
pating us from foreign fine-writing, leaves 
us free to welcome the true manhood and 
mature wisdom of Europe. 


“‘ Our Progressive Independence,” 


In the time 

of our old prosperity, amusing a leisure 

evening over Kingsley or Ruskin, we were 

tempted to exclaim, with Sir Peter Teazle, 

“There ’s nothing half so noble as a man 
99 


of sentiment But in these latter days 


we have seen “ Mr. Gradgrind ” step from 
Dickens’s wretched caricature to bring his 


“facts’’ to the great cause of humanity, 


while “ Joseph Surface ” reserved his “ sen- 


” 


timents ” for the bloody business by which 
Slavery sought to subject all things to her- 
self. We have seen the belles-lettres lit- 
erature of England more deeply disgraced 
than when it smirked before the harlots of 
the second Charles, or chanted a blasphe- 
mous benediction over George 1V. But 
the thought and science of the Old World 
And 
it can hardly be necessary to say that the 


it is still our privilege to recognize. 


sympathies of Mr. Spencer, like those of 
Mill and Cochin, have been with the gov- 
ernment and loyal people of the United 
States. And so we take especial pleasure 
in mentioning that a considerable interest 
in the American copyright of his writings 
has been secured to the author, and also, 
despite the facilities of reading-clubs and 
circulating-libraries, that they are emphat- 


ically books to own. 


Poems. By Frepertck Gopparp Tuck- 
ERMAN. Boston: Ticknor and Fields. 


THESE poems show by internal evidence 
that they are the productions of a man of 
refined organization and delicate sensibility 
to beauty, who has lived much in solitude 
Of de- 
cided originality in intellectual construc- 
tion it cannot be said that they give em- 
phatic proof: the poet, as Schiller has 
said, is the child of his age, and Mr. Tuck- 
erman’s poetry not unfrequently shows 
that he has been a diligent student of those 


and tasted of the cup of sorrow. 


masters in his art who have best caught 
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and reproduced the spirit of the times in 
which we dwell. It has one quality to a 
high degree,—and that is, a minute knowl- 
edge of the peculiarities of the natural 
world as it appears in New England. In 
his long woodland walks, he has kept open 
an eye of observation as practised as that 
of the naturalist. The trees, the shrubs, 
the flowers of New England are known to 
him as they are to few. He is tempted to 
draw too largely upon this source of inter- 
est: in other words, there is too much of 


description in his volume. Life is hardly 


long enough for such elaborate painting. 


We may admire the skill of the delinea- 
tion, but we cannot pause sufficiently be- 
fore the canvas to do full justice to the 
painter. Those poems in which Mr. Tuck- 
erman expresses the emotions of bereave- 
ment and sorrow are those which have the 
highest merit in point of thought and ex- 
pression. They are full of tenderness and 
sensibility ; but the poet should bear in 
mind that strings which vibrate such music 
should be sparingly struck. 

It may be somewhat paradoxical to say 
so, but it appears to us that the poetry of 
Mr. Tuckerman would be improved, if it 
had more of prose in it. It does not ad- 
dress itself to common emotions and every- 
day sympathies. His flour is bolted too 
fine. One must almost be a poet himself 
to enter into full communion with him. In 
intellectual productions the refining pro- 
cess should not be carried too far: beyond 
a certain point, what is gained in delicacy 
is lost in manliness and power. 


What the 


— 
Book of 


Possibilities of Creation ; or, 
might have been. A 
London: Simpkin, Marshall, & Co. 


World 


Fancies. 


Tue author describes his work as a trea- 
tise of the Bridgewater class. We should 
rather describe it as a reductio ad absurdum 
in Natural Philosophy. A great deal of 
humor, ingenuity, and information are 
brought into play to turn the world upside- 
down, for the very laudable purpose of 
demonstrating that it is better to be right 


side up, —a method of demonstration curi- 


Reviews and Literary Notices. 


[ June, 


ous and interesting enough, if comprised in 
a single essay, but rather long-drawn-out, 
when spread over four hundred pages. 
Suppose, for instance, is the writer’s mode 
of argument, a malicious demon let loose, 
with power to set the earth topsy-turvy, 
on condition of keeping it still an earth. 
With what exultation does he bestride the 
Himalayas to watch the convulsions which 
he causes! How does he kick his heels 
against the mountain-flanks, in ecstasy at 
seeing men bleached and blistered with the 
chlorine or nauseated with the sulphuretted 
hydrogen which he has substituted for our 
Or what 
should we do, if potato-roots had happened 


wholesome and pleasant air ! 


to be moistened with gin instead of water ? 
What if men, instead of standing god- 
like erect, had been great balls of flesh, 
rolling along the ground as best they 
could, —if Young’s poetical figure had 
been a practical truth, and this globe were 
the Bedlam of the universe, — if the fixity 
of Nature had been shattered, and we sat 
down at our feasts to find the soup bitter 
as strychnine, the wine changed into vine- 
gar, and mild ale fiery as vitriol? What if 
wrinkles and gray hairs came in the twink- 
ling of an eye,—if children were born 
with matured minds,—if no one were capa- 
ble of anger, —and men started at the same 
point to arrive at the same conclusions? 
In short, — 


“Tf all the world was apple-pie, 
And all the sea was ink, 
And all the trees were bread and cheese, 
What should we have for drink?” 


To all which startling inquiries we are 
fain to say, that, if Merrie England sits un- 
der her present squally skies in such a 
frame of bliss that she must have recourse 
to her imagination, when she wishes to 
little 
must be awarded the palm for being what 
Mark Tapley would call “ jolly under cred- 


contemplate a nice imbroglio, she 


itable circumstances.” For ourselves, we 
frankly confess that we find quite trouble 
enough in steering among the realities of 
creation, without caring to venture far out 
among its possibilities. 
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